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ENTBBID AT BTATI0HEB8* HALL. 



TO MY CHRISTIAN FRIENDS IN ENGLAND 
AND IRELAND; BUT PARTICULARLY THOSE 
AMONG THEM, WHO HAVE BEEN BROUGHT 
TO GOD, DURING THE LATE REVIVALS OF 
RELIGION 



" Grace be unto you, and peace from God our Father, 
and from the Lord Jesus Christ. I thank my God 
always in your behalf, for the grace of God which is 
given you by Jesus Christ. May he confirm you 
unto the end, that ye may be blameless in the day of 
our Lord Jesus Christ." 

Two years and a half have fled away, since my 
arrival in this country from America. With thankful 
Samuel, I would here raise my Ebenezer, and say, 
" hitherto hath the Lord helped me." 

During this time, with the exception of a few weeks 
upon the Continent, my labours have been incessant. 
On looking over my papers, I find, the Lord has 
enabled me to preach, on an average, nearly once a 
day; besides conducting a prayer meeting every 
night after preaching, and exhorting, times without 
number. 

During the revivals in which I have been engaged 
in England and Ireland, several thousand souls have 
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professed to obtain the remission of their sins. To 
God alone be all the glory. Many of the above, 
doubtless, had been awakened under the faithful 
preaching of other ministers of Christ: a large 
proportion also, were already members of the Wes- 
leyan Methodist Church; and some in communion 
with other Churches; yet, a goodly company were 
taken from the ranks of wickedness, and adopted 
into the family of God; who are the seals of 
my ministry, and, I hope, shall be the crown of my 
rejoicing in the day of the Lord Jesus. Several of 
these have already fallen asleep in Jesus, and are now 
standing with the Lamb on Mount Sion : others have 
emigrated to America, and other countries, where, I 
trust, they are fighting the good fight of faith, and 
endeavouring to lay hold on eternal life; but the 
majority ccmtinue to reside in these Kingdoms. 

To these I would say, with the Apostle, — " now I 
live, if ye stand fast in the Lord." — How far the work 
has been genuine ; or whether you have been faithful 
to the grace of God, your own hearts can now declare : 
others have, no doubt, long before this, determined for 
you; as the life and conversation of each, have given 
the most convincing evidence, before friends and foes. 

Many invitations have I received to visit you at 
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your houses, but in consequence of the peculiarity 
of my situation, — the demands made upon my time 
and strength for the pulpit, and an extensive 
correspondence with friends in America, and in 
different parts of these Kingdoms; beyond what any 
could imagine, I have been compelled to decline such 
invitations. On these accounts, I have often for 
weeks, avoided company altogether. 

I have resorted to the following method of atoning 
for my apparent unkindness, and want of sociability ; 
viz. to present you with a part of the correspondence 
alluded to: I do this however by the advice and 
at the earnest request of many of my friends. 

Marks of great hastiness may appear in this little 
work ; for I candidly confess, the time necessary to 
correct and re-write such letters for the press, seemed 
too much to spare from the more important work of 
calling sinners to repentance. The good to be 
effected, by publishing these letters, has always ap- 
peared too problematical, to allow me to neglect 
the main work which God sent me over the Atlantic 
to accomplish ; the conversion of sinners to God. 

The SECOND VOLUME will be of a similar character 
to the first ; but giving a sketch of Bandon, Liverpool, 
Leeds, and Hull ; with an account of the revivals of 
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religion in those towns; also, my observations, during 
a late tour on the Continent. I have, besides these, 
more than one hundred letters, on various subjects ; — 
fifty on revivals : but whether 1 shall remain long 
enough in this Country, to publish them before my 
return to America, is uncertain. You will perceive, 
I have taken the freedom, allowed in familiar cor- 
respondence, which might not be admissible in mere 
essays, or chaptered treatises. 

I remain. 

Your sincere and faithful friend, 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 

HULL, January 30tli, 1844. 
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LETTER I. 

Burlington, Vermont, U, S,, July, 1840. 

Dear Sir, 

I do not wonder that the course I have taken should 
have excited your surprise, as well as your anxiety. 
It may however relieve your mind to know, that the 
step was not taken on the spur of the moment : I 
mean during the time of Conference, but was the 
subject of calm deliberation during several months. 
You know, that if ever a man were happy in the 
fellowship of his brethren, I was. My name appealed 
on the minutes the first year the Troy Conference 
had an existence. The majority of that body were 
young men. As we increased in numbers and influ- 
ence, so did we in love and imity. I doubt whether, 
from the first year till now, there has been a more 
united and harmonious Conference in the Union. 
With them, I expected to live and die : nor have I 
ever entertained the thought, for a single moment, 
that my connexion with that body of ministers should 
cease but with my life. My constant cry has been 
from the hour of my ordination, 

" Beady for all thy perfect will, 

My acts of faith and love repeat, 

Till death thy endless mercies seal. 

And make the sacrifice complete. 

O that without a lingering groan 
I may the welcome word receive ; 

My hody with my charge lay down, 
And cease at once to work and live I" 
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My intention is, if God spare my life, to return from 
Europe, and enter immediately into my itinerant 
work. I know not where you have obtained yoiu: 
information, but it is correct. I intend, please God, 
to spend at least two years in Europe. Your ques- 
tions are very searching. You ask, — "What were 
the circumstances which led you to decide upon visit- 
ing Europe ? Are you siure you are not stepping out 
of the order of God ? Are you aware of the hazards, 
as well as the expenses, attendant upon your proposed 
tour ? Is it true that you have relinquished all claims 
to every one of the Conference funds, during your 
travels ?" — I did so in the open Conference. "Is 
this the understanding between the brethren and your- 
self?" — Distinctly so. "But you have no private 
property, or veiy little. How then do you intend to 
defray your expenses ?" — Out of my own private 
purse ; I have funds sufficient for a two years* torn:. 
" You are not ignorant I hope, of the old proverb) 
and many believe it in this country, — 'a man may as 
well go into England without a head on his body, as 
without money in his pocket ?' " — ^Yes, but surely a 
man may visit England and Ireland too, when he has 
both head and money ! " You are now in the prime 
of life — ^in the meridian — the very harvest of your 
usefulness. How can you conscientiously defraud 
the Lord and his Church of so much precious time ? 
And for what purpose ? Anything more than to 
please yourself, gratify your curiosity, and a little re- 
laxation withal ? Consider, I beseech you; have you 
not been successful in the salvation of sinners beyond 
what you ever expected; and all this within the 
bounds of your own Conference ? Do you think in 
your own conscience, that a visit to the land of yoiu: 
birth, is of more importance than the conversion of 
lost sinners ? Be not offended with me, my brother ; 
I am only repeating the conversations of your dearest 
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friends. I must, however, say more : our long and 
tried friendship, and the deep feelings of my heart 
prompt these inquiries. If they do not lead you to 
relinquish your tour, and remain in America, perhaps, 
they may have a tendency to cause you at least to 
shorten it. 

I trust you will pardon my importunity ; hut O do 
not think me impertinent! You are going to see 
your native hills, and a few of your surviving relatives ; 
with the permission of the Bishop and Conference no 
douht : hut are you sure you have the approval of 
God. In that time, hundreds of sinners may perish 
eternally, which might have heen converted to God 
had you remained in the regular work. But are you 
quite sure your eye is single; quite single in this 
movement ? That you have had your trials in com- 
mon with yoiu: brethren, I admit ; but have you no 
misgivings that they shall not be greatly multiplied 
in your proposed tour ?" Indeed, I often feel so, but 
am at a loss to know the soiurce from which such 
suggestions come; whether from God, to prepare me, 
or from the devil, to deter or discourage me ! " A 
methodist preacher is ever the safest and happiest in 
his regular work." I believe it ; but in the order of 
God, may there not be some exceptions ? " If I am 
not mistaken, this voyage 'will be with hurt, and much 
damage.' Think of that mighty and dangerous ocean 
you have to cross. Should storms overtake you, your 
misgivings may make you as miserable as Jonah in 
the midst of the sea ; but I am fearful there shall be 
no whale, so honest as to deliver up his meal, and 
vomit a second Jonah on the shore." I am quite too 
insignificant for any such interposition ; but, if 
necessary, I know of no change in the disposition of 
whales, or the power of God, to render the thing 
absolutely impossible, seeing that it is written, " with 
God all things are possible." But have you forgotten 
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the old adage — ''circumstances alter cases." Grant 
that I am in the order of God, and then may I not 
be as happy 

" Amidst the wild winds, and the remorseless dash 
Of billows — ••♦•••••»» 

as was St. Paul, when tossed up and down on the 
Adriatic Sea ? Nor should I, in such a case, con- 
strue even a shipwreck into a disapproval from the 
Almighty ! 

"You know me too well to suspect either my 
friendship or confidence, or that the slightest tincture 
of unkindness could be associated with my interroga- 
tives ; — all of which I have suggested in view of the 
sentiment, 

" The natal soil to all how strangely sweet, 
The place where first we breath'd, who can forget!'* 

I think I feel the full weight of every question you 
have proposed. I have set them down carefully, one 
by one, — ^that you may see they have all arrested my 
attention ; and that writing them off, and having them 
before my eyes, I might be affected by them, and 
answer them most sincerely. I am not aware, how- 
ever, that they have created the least uneasiness, or 
in any degree shaken the purpose of my heart. My 
call to visit Europe seems quite as clear, as to preach 
the gospel ! It does seem — 

'* A part of my being beyond my control." 
I candidly admit that there is a thick mist spread 
over my usefulness on the other side ; but sometimes 
through the haze, I can see great multitudes of sin- 
ners coming home to God ti[irough my instrumen- 
tality. I have also a solemn impression, that the 
salvation or damnation of thousands, may depend 
upon whether I obey or reject the call. I may also 
add, my impression is constant, that if I refuse to go, 
God will permit many troubles to come upon me in 
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America ; and that I shall through future life be ever- 
after sorry that I did not obey. Many thanks to 
you, my dear brother, for your faithful and affectionate 
advice ; and although I cannot, dare not follow it, 
this I trust shall never sever the strong bonds of 
friendship which have so long subsisted between us. 
Love to * * * I remain, dear Sir, yoiu: most 
affectionate, but weak and unworthy brother in Jesus 
Christ, 

J. C. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Essex, Vt, U. S., August, 1840. 
My dear Brother, 

No ! I cannot say I have any serious objections 
against relating to you the circumstances which led 
me to this singular decision. I would have done so 
in my last ; but I felt a hesitancy to tell you in the 
simplicity of my heart those severe exercises of mind 
connected with it I knew yoiu: cool and metaphysi- 
cal turn of mind so well, that I feared to open a new 
field for yom* speculative genius. It is likely my 
simple story will excite your incredulity more than 
ever ! " strange," you will say, " that a man of sense, 
and a Minister of God, should suffer himself for such 
a small affair to be tossed like a ball into a far coun- 
try : or, that he should suppose such great effects would 
be connected with such insignificant causes, that the 
infinite God should stoop, to bring about such im- 
portant events, from means so small and paltry ! " 

To this I answer, man always proportions his means 
to his ends. He seeks to accomplish great desi^s 
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by great means. With hini, the cause must always 
be commensurate with the intended effects. On the 
contrary, God has ever delighted to humble tlie pride 
of man, by bringing about the greatest events by the 
smallest instrumentality. When disposed to smile at 
the trivial matter which ari'ested my mind, and which 
prepared it to take such an unusual course, I wish 
you would reflect on that verse you have heard me 
repeat, and which you so much admire : — 

"A pebble in the streamlet scant, 
Has tum'd the course of many a river. 
A dew-drop on the baby plant, 
Has warp'd the giant oak for eyer!" 

You will remember our Conference of 1839, was held 
in the City of Schenectady, N. Y. That year I was 
appointed to Whitehall, N. Y. Shortly after, I had 
my library and study furniture forwarded to my 
station. 

It was then I began seriously to reflect upon the 
propriety of choosing a wife, believing that " marriage 
is honourable in all men:" I had travelled a number 
of years ; studied hard, and expended all my time 
and strength in winning souls to Christ. My brethren 
approved of my intention. But while indulging in 
this purpose, for some reasons I could not explain, 
my heart became veiy hard. The Lord seemed to 
depart from me, and that countenance which had so 
often beamed upon me from above, and had daily, 
for many years, brightened my soul into rapturous 
joy, appeared now to be mantled in the thickest gloom. 

The more I reflected thus — " I can see no good 
reason why I should be singular among my brethren, 
nor continue to lead this solitary life;" my heart 
became harder, and my darkness increased. I was 
soon involved in a variety of evil reasonings. — My 
will seemed to be in a conflict with something invisi- 
ble. — God who had honoured me with such intimate 
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communion with himself since my conversion, ap- 
parently left me to hattle it out alone. So it appeared 
to me then ; hut now I see God himself was contend- 
ing with me. I was ahout to step out of the order 
of his Providence ; and He was resolved to prevent 
it^ unless I should refuse to understand why he thus 
resisted me. Had I continued the conflict, I helieve 
he would have let me take my own course, nor would 
he have cast me off; yet, I solemnly feel, he would 
have severely chastised my disobedience. 

My distress and gloom were so great, I could not 
unpack my library, nor arrange my study. I began 
to reflect most solemnly upon my mihappy state of 
mind, and became more concerned to regain my 
former peace and joy in God, than to obtain any 
temporal blessing whatever. The world was a blank—- 
a bleak and howling wilderness to my soul, without 
the smiles of my Saviour. — In fact, that I could not 
live, but must wither away from the face of the earth, 
without his comforting and satisfying presence. Like 
a well-chastised son, I came back to the feet of my 
Heavenly Father, and with many tears I besought 
him to reveal his face to my soul : that if my purposes 
were crossing his, to show me; and whatever was 
his will, I would at once, by his help, yield my soul 
unto it. " Lord God '* I said — " if my will crosses 
thy will, then my will must be wrong ; for thine can- 
not but be right.'' Now I cared not what he com- 
manded me to do, or to leave undone, I stood ready 
to obey. I felt assured clear light from God on some 
points would soon reach my soul; and I was fully 
prepared for it; but I no more expected such an 
order as came soon after, than I expected He would 
command me to fly upward and preach the gospel in 
another planet. During three days I cried to God, 
without any answer. On the third day, in the after- 
noon, I obtained an audience with the Lord. The 

'b4 
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place was almost as lonely as Sinai^ where Moses saw 
the burning bush. It was under open sky, a con- 
siderable distance from the habitations of men — steep 
rocks and moimtains; deep forests^ and venomous 
reptiles surrounded me. Here^ and in a moment, 
the following passage was given me to plead : — And 
the Lord descended in the cloud, and stood with him 
there, and proclaimed the name of the Lord. And 
the Lord passed by be/ore him, and proclaimed, 
The Lord, The Lord God, merciful and gracious, 
longsuffering, and abundant in goodness and truth; 
keeping mercy for thousands, forgiving iniquity and 
transgression and sin, and that will by no means 
clear the guilty, — Exod. xxxiv. 6, 6, 7. I took 
hold of this ; many of the words were as fire, and as a 
hammer to break the rocks in pieces before the Lord. 
The foimtains of tears were opened, and the great 
deep of my heart was broken up. I left the place 
however, without receiving any light ; but my heart 
was fully softened and subdued, and I felt assured I 
had prevailed in some way with God. I was confi- 
dent light and direction were coming; but of what 
nature I could not tell. This was on the 9th of 
July, 1839. The same evening, about twilight; 
eternal glory be to God ; when reading in a small 
room adjoining my study, a light, as I conceived from 
heaven, reached me. My soul was singularly calmed 
and warmed by a strange visitation. In the moment 
I recognised the change ; the following, in substance, 
was spoken to my heart ; but in a manner, and with a 
rapidity I cannot possibly describe — Every ray of 
divine glory seemed to be a word, that the eye of my 
soul could read — a sentence which my judgment 
could perceive and understand : — " These matters 
which trouble thee, must be let entirely alone. The 
will of God is that thou shouldest visit Europe. He 
shall be with thee there, and give thee many seals 
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to thy ministry. He has pronded thee with funds. 
Make thy arrangements accordingly ; and next Con- 
ference ask liherty from the proper authorities^ and 
it shall he granted thee. Visit Canada first; when 
this is done, sail for England. God shall he with 
thee there, and thou shalt have no want in all thy 
joumeyings, and thou shalt he hrought hack in safety 
again to America." 

The ahove is far heneath the dignity and grandeur 
of the revelation. It came in a way which left no 
room for a doubt. A heavenly calm — ^a powerful 
persuasion — and an intense glow of divine love, ac- 
companied the whole. It was like the breaking forth 
of the noon-day sun at midnight. I fell upon my 
knees before the Lord, my whole mind consenting to 
the orders, which I believed had come from heaven ! 
Oh ! the sweetness of that communion I then enjoyed 
with God. My sky was cloudless. My rest of soul 
unutterable. The meaning of many past providences 
were now explained. The possession of a few hun- 
dreds of dollars had often made me very uneasy. I 
doubted the propriety of laying up treasure on earth. 
The cause of missions stood in need of what I pos- 
sessed, but still I was restrained. Now I clearly 
saw that God had provided me with these funds in 
order to make me willing to obey the call, and to save 
me from embarrassment in my travels. I could per- 
ceive a special reason why I had pressed forward in 
my studies for so many years, and why revival texts 
and sermons had occupied so much of my time. 
That God had been thus preparing me for a few 
campaigns in Europe. 

I arose from my knees under a strong conviction 
that God had called me to take this tour. Letters 
were written immediately to Canada, &c. The next 
day my soul was calm and happy. My books were 
unpacked, and everything in my study arranged with 
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a glad heart and free. Eleven months were before 
me, to criticise the impressions on my soul. With 
delight I commenced my pastoral work, visited from 
house to house, and had the pleasure of seeing a most 
powerful revival of religion in my circuit. During 
this period, not the least wish entered my heart to form 
any connection or engagement whatever, that would 
entangle or hinder me from fulfilling, what I conceived 
to be, the high and solemn commission I had received 
fix)m the Lord. I continued to resign the whole 
matter to God, entreating him to overrule all to his 
glory, and to hedge up my way, if it were not his will 
I should leave America. 

The time for the sitting of Conference arrived. 
With solemn feelings I took my seat with my 
brethren. They were never dearer to my heart than 
now. At a proper time, I presented my request to 
the Bishop. H e made no obj ections, but immediately 
proposed it to the Conference. After a few moments 
deliberation, they seemed to have but one mind on 
the subject; — that I should have liberty to visit 
Europe. A resolution to that effect was passed, and 
that my name should continue to appear as usual 
on the printed minutes. One of the chief men of 
the Conference arose, and said — " Having permitted 
Brother Caughey to visit Europe, it is our duty to 
make his visit to those countries, as pleasaut to him- 
self as it is in our power. I therefore propose, that 
he have a recommendation from this body, to the 
Wesleyan Connexion in Great Britain and Irelaud, 
signed by the Bishop and Secretary of Conference." 
Adding, ''He will then appear among our brethren 
on the other side of the Atlantic, as an accredited 
Minister of the Methodist Episcopal Church in 
America." This proposal was immediately acceded 
to, and submitted to the Bishop. He replied that he 
had no objections, and requested me to wait upon 
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him at his lodgings. I did so. He entered into 
conversation wiUi the freedom and tenderness of a 
father. Never hefore did I see such majesty con- 
nected with extreme age. His hair, white as snow, 
fell in graceful locks upon his shoulders, and his 
masculine mind, unimpaired hy years, shone forth in 
company with a deep and glowing piety. I thought 
of St. Paul— of John— of one of the old patriarchs. 
I loved, admired, and reverenced him. After an 
interview of half an hour, in which the Bishop appeared 
to he greatly interested, he presented me with the 
following document. 

TROY CONFERENCE. 

Middlebury, Vt. June 24, 1840. 

Brother James Caughey having asked permission 
of the Conference to visit his firiends residing in Europe. 

On motion, it was resolved, " That Brother 
Caughey *s request he granted, and that he be so 
returned on the minutes." 

" And it is hereby certified, that the said J. Caughey 
is in good standing in the Troy Conference of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church, in the United States of 
America; and, as such, is cordially commended to 
the Christian fellowship of the Wesleyan Methodist 
Connexion in Great Britain and Ireland. 



R. R. ROBERTS, 

PRESIDENT. 



J. B. HOUGHTALING, 

SECY. TROY CONF." 



I have thus, dear sir, in the simplicity of my 
heart, related to you my singular experience, and the 
circumstance which led me to take the course I have 
taken. 
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That there are troubles before me, great and many, 
I cannot doubt ; perhaps far more than is expressed 
in these lines, 

" Through a world of dangers led, 
Through a wilderness of cares, 
Through ten thousand, thousand snares, 
More tilian now our hearts conceive. 
More than I could know and live !" 

But 1 can say with the Apostle, " None of these 
things move me, neither coimt I my life dear unto 
myself, so that I might finish my course with joy, and 
the ministry which I have received of the Lord Jesus, 
to testify the gospel of the grace of God." 
The constant cry of my soul is, 

" O lead me through the various ways. 
My doubtful feet are doom'd to tread ; 
And spread thy shield's protecting blaze. 
When dangers throng around my head !" 

With these feelings, and with this confidence, I 
hope to 

" Pass secure the watery flood. 
Hanging on the arm of God." 

As to your other questions, all I can oppose to 
them is the above simple and sincere statement. 
Desiring an interest in your prayers, I remain, dear 
Sir, your weak but most affectionate brother in Jesus 
Christ. 

J. C. 
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LETTER III. 
Burlington, Vt, U. S., Aug. 20, 1840. 

Dear Brother, 

Certainly not I care not should the whole world 
see my last. If you think it will tend to the glory of 
God, or afford light to any soul, you may show it to 
whom you please. The Apostle said, " God forhid 
that I should glory, save in the cross of oiur Lord 
Jesus Christ, hy whom the world is crucified unto 
me, and I imto the world.'* I adopt his resolution. 
*' Of myself I will not glory, but in mine infirmities. 
Most gladly therefore will I rather glory in my infir- 
mities, that the power of Christ may rest upon me." 

I have not the least doubt that many persons, now 
in obscurity, might have been preaching the gospeK 
had they denied themselves, and postponed their 
marriage ; and, I am far mistaken, if some of these 
have not long ago experienced the lashes of that 
Providence which filled me with so much dread. 

I once knew a yoimg man of fine talents, who 
I believe, was called to preach the gospel, about 
the same time as myself. When exhorters, we often 
went out to hold meetings, and God was with us. 
We were humble and happy. Not daring to attempt 
preaching, we fixed upon a passage of scripture, and, 
aware of our weakness, and doubting our ability to 
master it alone, we contrived to divide it, he taking 
one division, and I the other. The agreement was, 
that we should not infringe upon each other's depart- 
ment. This preserved us from spinning out our 
thoughts to tediousness, nor had we time for the art 
of tautology. Unity in effort, design, and sentiment, 
we endeavoured to preserve ; and thus being able to 
concentrate our limited knowledge upon one or two 
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single points^ we laboured together, and were often 
the honoured instruments of doing much good. 

He formed a matrimonial engagement, and shortly 
after got married. His wife must be provided for, 
and therefore preaching the gospel was abandoned. 
He plimged into business, and God crossed him upon 
every point ; and at last he failed to a certain amoimt. 
At the call of the church I entered the ministry ; we 
were separated for some years. One evening, when 
preaching in a certain city, I saw him in the congre- 
gation. He was much affected. After the service 
was over, we embraced each other; entered into 
conversation on past times. He told me with a 
bleeding heart, how various had been his trials, and 
how fully he was convinced he had stepped out of the 
order of God. With the excellent Lady he had 
chosen for his wife, he seemed perfectly satisfied. 
He loved her as well as ever, but he keenly felt that, 
had he deferred his marriage, until God had opened 
his way to the regular ministry of the word, he would 
have avoided many trials which had pierced him 
through with many sorrows. " Since I last saw you," 
said he — " I have often been in a backsliding state. 
God however has not wholy cast me off. He has 
afforded me a little reviving now and then, but not 
as he used to do— 

* When with chords of love he drew me on, 
And half reveal'd his face."* 

These, my dear Sir, — are very delicate points, but 
the young men in the church of God should, by aged 
ministers, be faithfully warned and directed in such 
matters. From their ranks, the church must be 
supplied with her future ambassadors. I thank you 
for the proverb — " Honest men marry soon ; wise 
men not at all." Upon the first clause I would lay 
the restriction of two letters, which begin two latin 
words of great importance, (D. V.) If God will. 
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they may. The latter clause, " wise men not at all/* 
I heartily despise. 

To your inquiry, " did you feel condemnation on 
account of sin during your trials in July, 1839 ?" 
I answer no. I felt no condemnation, though I 
deserved it But a restraint was upon me, which 
greatly distressed my soul; and when I hegan to 
suspect that the step might he contrary to the will of 
God, I felt worse and worse. The conflicting argu- 
ments for, and against, drew me out of my rest in 
God. I had arisen to transact my own concerns in 
my own way, and heing unhinged from my centre, 
I was discontented and unhappy. 

There is, however, a mystery ahout those deep 
exercises which I fear to explain, lest it would seem 
to contradict the reproach I have cast upon myself. 
I have seriously douhted, whether I should have 
entertained the call to visit Europe for a singleT 
moment, had I not been previously prepared by those 
mental troubles. As it was, I gladly accepted any 
proposition, which would relieve me from my sore 
condflicts, and bring again to my heart the comforting 
presence of God. But then, God could have ordered 
another kind of discipline to prepare me for obedience, 
though my foolish heart had not wandered from God. 
As it was, if God did design to send me on this errand 
of mercy, it became necessary, I think, in this 
juncture of my history, that I should know it ; and 
when it could be no longer concealed from me with- 
out endangering the whole, the Lord then revealed 
his will. Here I must leave it for the present. The 
present I know ; the past also ; but the future is a 
dark unknown. 

" If light attends the course I ran, 
'Tis he provides these rays ; 
And 'tis his hand that veils my sun, 
If darkness clouds my days !" 
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In God I hope. My trust in him is unshaken. He 
will make my way plain before my face. I must 
preach the gospel under other skies. I feel willing 
to do, or to suffer his will. " Though he slay me, 
yet will I trust him." Another world will explain 
all that is mysterious in this : and O ! 

" What webs of wonder shall unravpl there, 
What full-day pour onfall the paths of heayen, 
And light the Almighty's footsteps in the deep ! 
How shall the day of our discharge 
Unwind at once tiie lab'rinths of our fate, 
And straighten life's inextricable maze !" 

I shall leave for Canada about the middle of next 
month. I remain, dear Sir, as ever, your brother 
in Jesus Christ. 

J. C. 



LETTER IV. 

TO *** **** UNITED STATES. 

River St, Lawrence, British America, 
Steamer, Oct, 30, 1840. 
My dear Friend, 

You will feel interested to hear where I have been, 
and what I have been doing, since I last saw you, 
I obtained liberty from Conference to visit Europe, 
June 24th, 1840, but having some of my temporal 
affairs to arrange, I did not leave the United States 
till the 17th of September. On that evening I sailed 
from Burlington, Vt. in the steamer Burlington, 
Capt. Sherman. I walked the deck till midnight, 
agitated with a great variety of emotions, and dis- 
tressed with many conflicts. My way seemed dark 
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and mysterious. Rough weather setting in, drove 
me to my herth sick. Next morning, landed at St. 
Johns. I had heen invited to visit this town, and an 
offer of accommodations had heen made me. Yet I 
thought it most prudent, all things considered, to go 
direct to the Hotel. The next day was rainy, and 
the weather continued wet for three days in succession. 
I found the place had been deserted by the Methodist 
Preachers as hopeless. There was no chapel, and 
the little class had been broken up and scattered. A 
strong desire to remain a few days, and by God*s 
help to do some good, induced me to make arrange- 
ments accordingly. Preaching was appointed in a 
private house, but very few attended ; and for several 
nights little or no effect was produced, and no increase 
of congregation. I kept up good heart till Sabbath, 
when the enemy came in like a flood. My whole soul 
was sorely buffetted, and my prospects covered with 
gloom. Two ideas were continually before my mind. 
First, That I had done wrong in asking permission 
to take this tour : — Second, It is going to be a total 
failure, as it respects the conversion of sinners. The 
devil roared against me, and my heart sank within 
me. Providentially, I had in my possession a volume 
written by an old Scotch Divine. I took it up and 
opened on his comment upon the second verse of the 
one hundredth psalm^ " Serve the Lord with glad- 
ness." " Your serving him doth not glorify him, unless 
it be with gladness. A christian's cheerful looks 
glorify God. We glorify God by walking cheerfully. 
It is a glory to God, when the world sees a christian 
hath that within him that can make him cheerful in 
the worst times. He can, with the nightingale, sing 
with a thorn at his breast. The people of God have 
groimd of cheerfulness. They are justified, and in- 
stated into adoption, and this creates inward peace ; 
it makes music within, whatever storms are without. 
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If we consider what Christ hath wrought for us by 
his blood, and wrought in us by his Spiiit, it is a 
ground of great cheerfulness^ and thus cheerfulness 
glorifies God. It reflects upon a master, when the 
servant is always drooping and sad; sure he is kept 
at hard commons ; his master does not give him what 
is fitting ; so when God's people hang their harps on 
willows, sure they do not serve a good master ; and 
repent of their choice : this reflects dishonour upon 
God. As the gross sins of the wicked bring scandal 
upon the gospel, so do the uncheerful lives of the 
godly. -Religion doth not take away our joy, but 
refines and clarifies it. It doth not break our viol, 
but tunes it and makes the music sweeter." I need 
scarcely tell you that I felt ashamed of myself. My 
heart was much comforted. The dark cloud floated 
away, and sunshine spread its brightness over all the 
prospects of my tour, both in Canada and Europe. 

Finding I could make no impression upon the 
population in a private house, I looked around for 
another place. In a few hours an old deserted 
tannery building presented itself. It was almost 
filled with lumber and tan bark. Two good women 
who washed for the steam boats, offered to help me 
to clean it out. They brought along with them two 
Canadian girls, their servants. I threw off my coat 
and went to work, hired a Canadian to cart some 
benches, and before night we had the place ready for 
preaching. 

The report circulated. The population got inte- 
rested, and the next night I had a good congregation. 
A few pointed appeals brought some of them to tears. 
I cannot give you all the particulars, but sinners 
were awakened daily and converted to God. A class 
was formed of fifty-three members. Myself and 
another brother went from house to house in order to 
raise a subscription to build a chapel^ and succeeded 
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to the amount of nearly seven hundred dollars. So 
after spending three weeks, and preaching twenty-six 
sermons^ I bade the little flock farewell on the 8th of 
October; leaving them in the care of two class 
leaders. I had been only a few days in St. Johns, 
when I was invited to another Hotel, kept by Mrs. 
Watson. Upon oflfering to pay my bill, she would 
not accept of a penny. May the Lord reward her in 
the resurrection. She also cheerfully and generously 
subscribed to the chapel. Should you ever visit St. 
Johns, allow me to recommend you to stop at Wat- 
son's Hotel. It is an excellent house. 

On the night of the 8th October, I preached at 
La Prairie, a little village on the banks of the St. 
Lawrence, opposite Montreal. Next morning crossed 
the river to Montreal. Here I received a hearty 
welcome from many of my old friends. 

My first acquaintance with this people was formed 
in 1835, when about four hundred sinners were con- 
verted to God. I also revisited them in 1837, during 
another revival, and spent a month. I was kindly 
entertained during my stay this time— first, at the 
house of John Mathewson, Esq., and then at the house 
of James Farrier, Esq. Precious families! I shall 
long remember with gratitude their kindness. Spent 
eighteen days, preached eighteen sermons; and about 
twenty souls were conveited to God. There were for 
some time strong and convincing signs of an exten- 
sive revival, as though God intended to shake the 
whole city: but the devil created discord. The 
people of God were not united. Some wished me to 
stay, while others greatly desired I should ** depart 
out of their coasts." About this time the Lord 
stirred up the brethren at Quebec to cry to God for a 
revival. My kind friend, the Rev. William M. 
Harvard, being superintendent, informed them that 
I. was in Montreal, and at his suggestion, the^^ 
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unanimously invited me to pay them a visit. My 
way being hedged up most singularly in Montreal, I 
quietly bade them farewell, and w^ent aboard a 
steamer about nine o'clock, on the night of the 27th 
October. My heart was deeply affected with the 
kindness of many of my friends ; I could mention 
their names, but, as they are strangers to you, it is 
perhaps unnecessary. They are, however, very, very 
dear to my heart. 

"Ah! there are spirits in this fretful world, 
Which grow not old, and change not with the seasons." 

When morning light came, I found I had mistaken 
the vessel, and had got aboard a freight steamer, 
which had three vessels in tow — a ship, a brig, and 
a barge. Every thing indicated we were going to 
have a tedious passage. To help the matter, when 
we were near the centre of lake St. Peters, the pilot 
got deceived by the lighthouse-ship, which had 
drifted from her moorings, by a heavy gale a few 
hours before. So he steered by the false guide, as 
some christians do by backslidden or unconverted 
ministers, and so get on the shallows as we did. The 
ship we had in tow struck, and stuck fast. Finding 
her unmoveable, we were compelled to remain in the 
lake all night, and lighten the ship. 

The captain reproached the pilot, that in the blaze 
of day he should run so blindly out of the channel. 
The poor pilot laid the blame on the light ship, as 
Adam did on Eve. Then J. C. reflected thus. 

Ministers and old professors may be compared to 
that light ship. Two passages will confirm the 
application. Phil. iii. 17. — Brethren, be followers 
together of me, and mark them which walk so as ye 
have us for an ensample. Phil. ii. 15, 16. — That 
ye may be blameless^ and harmless, the sons of God, 
without rebuke, in the midst of a crooked and per- 
v^Tse nation^ among whom ye shine as lights in the 
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world ; holding forth the word of life ; that I may 
rejoice in the day of Christy that I have not run in 
vain, neither laboured in vain. An able ii^Titer 
comments upon " holding forth the word of life," 
thus — '* An allusion, some think, to those towers 
which were built at the entrance of harbours, on which 
fires were kept during the night, to direct ships into 
port. Genuine chiistians, by their holy lives and 
conversation, are the means of directing others, not 
only how to escape those dangers to which they are 
exposed on the tempestuous ocean of human life, but 
also of leading them into the haven of eternal safety 
and rest, 

' That I have not run in vain.' This appears to 
be a part of the same metaphor ; and alludes to the 
case of a weather-beaten mariner, who has been long 
tossed on a tempestuous sea, in hazy weather and 
dark nights; who has been obliged to run on 
different tacks, and labour intensely to keep his ship 
from foundering ; but is at last, by the assistance of 
the luminous fire on the top of the tower, directed 
safely into the port." 

The meaning of these passages is evident. The 
word towers, in the above extract, is very expressive. 
I wish that all the lovers of Christ were ii^ permanent, 
I have often admired the lines, — 

" Strong in tliy strength I'll stand a tower , 
Impregnable to earth or hell." 

Alas ! they mostly resemble these ^oating lights; 
and, much as the event may jeopardize others, they 
are too often driven from their moorings. 

Now I thought, so long as they keep in the right 
channel of life — in the position designed them by 
God; — ^their anchorage ground the Bible and the 
Atonement; — their anchor the hope of eternal life ; — 
faith their cable, reaching unto that which entereth 
within the veil; (Heb. vi. 19.) in the mean time 
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holding up the light of profession ; supported by 
a holy life and ffodly conversation; then, indeed, 
they are lights and guides which may be depended 
upon. 

But should they be set adrift by the storms of 
temptations, break their cable, or drag their anchor 
into the regions of error ; keeping up at the same 
time the old lamp of profession ; 8ien, if we depend 
upon, and steer our course by them, we shall most 
assuredly get agroimd upon the shallows of luke- 
warmness and spiritual death ; or, upon the rocks of 
open sin, and make shipwreck of faith and of a good 
conscience. 

Now, I continued to reflect; what these land-marks 
should have been to our pilot, the Bible is designed 
to be to all sincere chiistians. " Thy word,'' says 
the Psalmist, " is a lamp to my feet, and a light unto 
my path." And says St. Peter, " We have also a 
more sure word of prophecy ; whereunto ye do well 
that ye take heed, as unto a light that shineth in a 
dark place, until the day dawn, and the day-star arise 
in your hearts." Our pilot should have tried the 
position of that light ship, by the adjacent land-marks, 
before he had ventured to follow it ; and we should 
endeavour to ascertain the scriptural character of the 
doctrines, lives, and experience of all ministers and 
christians who offer to guide us, before we intrust our 
souls to their care. God will no more excuse us for 
having been led astray by any of them, than our 
captain would the wihappy pilot. "If the blind 
lead the blind," says Jesus, '* liiey shall both fall into 
the ditch ;" that is, into hell ! That vessel with her 
light, was once, and only a few hours ago, in the best 
position she could occupy ; but what shall we say of 
those professed ministers of Christ, and those nominal 
christians, who, by their ovm confession, allow they 
have never been bom again, and who positively deny 
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that any man can know his sms forgiven, but who, at 
the same time attempt to direct others the way 
to heaven P 

This deceitful light ship occasioned the running two 
vessels aground, and the rest had to tarry beside 
them during a long and dark night ; while we served 
as beacons to other vessels, which passed us in the 
darkness. Such clergymen and professors ruin thou- 
sands of immortal souls. 

The night becoming cold and dark, I left the deck, 
and spent a few hours in the main cabin, reading and 
writing very comfortably. 

Yesterday morning we again got under weigh, and 
continued our course down the river. Night brought 
on bad weather, with rain and deep darkness, so we 
crept towards the shore, and lay in a place of shelter 
till morning. 

We are now moving forward, and hope to an-ive at 
Quebec this afternoon. I have an elegant and 
spacious cabin almost to myself; for the passengers 
are few. My time is employed in writing, reading, 
and praying. This season of rest is most refreshing 
to my body, and God is deepening his work in my 
soul. 

I have amused myself part of the time in perusing 
a work on ** practical navigation,'' 1 1 is a most inte- 
resting science. To what perfection has it been 
carried since the days of the Phoenician Navigators, 
fifteen hundred years before Christ. I was much 
interested in the compass department. The east and 
west variations of the magnetic needle are as mys- 
terious as the northern attractions. The dip of the 
needle, as either the northern or southern pole is 
approached, and its perfect level at the equator, are 
perhaps, equally imaccountable. 

The aberrations of the needle are better under- 
stood^ as they arise from local attractions, Masses 
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of iron aboard the ship« &c. draw the needle, 
more or less, from the magnetic meridian, accord- 
ing as the disturbing cause may be situated with 
regard to the needle. But why do these aberra- 
tions vary, as the ship's head varies along the 
meridian P If I understand the author aright, some 
of the greatest aberrations take place when the 
ship's head is near the east or west points; but 
decrease toward the magnetic, or northern meridian. 
It is pretty clear, though some may doubt, that the 
seamen's compass was invented in China, eleven 
hundred and twenty years before Christ ; improved 
at Naples, in the year of our Lord, 1302 ; its varia- 
tions observed, 1500, and its dipping in 1576. You 
may thank this tedious steamer for this long letter. 
I am, as ever, your most affectionate brother in 
Jesus Christ. 

J. C. 



LETTER V. 

TO THE SAME. 

Qtiehec, Lower Canada, Dec, 22, 1840. 

My dear Friend, 

Glad I am, that for once you are pleased with the 
length of my letter ; whether it was worth the post- 
age, is another question. My last was dated aboard 
the steamer, on my way to Uiis city. I landed on 
the same day, about three o'clock in the afternoon. 
The society had received information that I had left 
Montreal for Quebec ; and were waiting for me in 
the large school room adjoining the chapel. Brother 
Selley, the junior preacher, met me on the quay ; we 
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walked straight to the. chapel^ where I preached from 
1 John ii. 1 — 3. I received a most hearty welcome 
from my old friends, and from none more than from 
my warm friend, Mr. Harvard. 

Many changes have taken place since I was here 
last. You have heard me speak of my Quebec home, 
at Mr. M'Leod's. He and his dear wife gave me a 
most cordial welcome. I felt at home the moment I 
entered their house. On retiring to my room, I 
found that the God of Jacoh had not forsaken their 
dwelling. In a moment I was filled with love and 
joy. I came down stairs praising God. Mrs. M'L. 
looked at me, hut said nothing. The Spirit of God 
was working most powerfully upon her soul. She 
had lost the hlessing of entire sanctification, hut a 
few days after this, she ohtained it again. She then 
told me, "when you came into our house, I was 
anxious to see whether you still retained the holiness 
and simplicity you had when here last. I was not 
quite sure about it ; but when you came down stairs 
praising God, I was then convinced that years had 
made no change in your religious character. I was 
greatly troubled at my own conscious loss. My 
spirit had no rest till I told you my unhappy state 
of mind. The Lord assisted you in spreading my 
case before him, and now I have regained all I had 
lost." I rejoice to tell you that there are many such 
heavenly-minded spirits in this city. We have a 
precious society here. I say we, because the Metho- 
dist people are one the world over. The Quebec 
Methodists however, are the most loving people I 
have ever met, and the most devoted to God. 

We have had a severe conflict since my arrival. 
During the first few weeks, the devil threatened to 
drive us from the field. Sinners were as hard as 
marble. It seemed as if we could make no im- 
pression whatever upon them. As this was no new 
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scene to me ; I felt confident, if the people of God 
would only stand by me in mighty prayer, the arm 
of God would be made bare in the conversion of 
sinners. 

They did stand by me ; nor did they flinch a 
moment till we had the victory. The weapons of 
our warfare were not carnal, but mighty through God, 
to the pulling down of strong holds — casting down 
immaginations, and every high thing that would ex- 
alt itself against the knowledge of Christ. Ten 
sermons a week, with many exhortations, were dis- 
charged against the dark works of the devil. Many 
sinners, who were awakened when I was here in 
1835, remembered their old terrors, and avoided our 
meetings ; and did what they could to hinder others. 
Wretched souls! I believe ihoX some of them were 
kept out of hell all these years, that they might have 
an opportunity to see and feel the power of a revival 
in 1840. The Lord, however, drove sinners under 
the word. The burning truths of God were thrown 
into their entrenchments incessantly. Day and night 
they were cannonaded. Many of the wicked were 
wounded, and fled in terror, crying out " they are 
mad ! they are mad ! " — ^but their places were filled 
up by others. Hard things were spoken against us; 
but they did not move us. The people of God car- 
ried victory in their very faces. It was a scene of 
awful grandeur. When their faith was at a climax, 
O, how they sang — 

« We are soldiers fighting for our God, 
Let trembling cowards fly ; 
We'll stand unshaken, firm, and fixed, 
For Christ to live and die. 

Let devils rage, and hell assail, 

We'll fight our passage through ; 
Let foes unite, let friends desert. 

We'll seize the crown our due." 
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At last there arose a general cry among the wicked. 
Sinners were cut to pieces on every hand, and since 
then, the revival has spread among the people with 
astonishing power. High and low, rich and poor, 
learned and unlearned, old and young, are seen at 
the altar of God pleading for mercy. About the time 
of our hardest conflict, as I was standing within the 
communion rail, looking upwards to the gallery, I 
noticed two young men trifling. I learned afterwards 
that the cause was this : as I was looking up, one of 
the young men said to the other — " I should not be 
surprised if that chap (meaning me) will come up 
here." This caused the other sinner to burst into a 
laugh. Instantly it was suggested to my mind, " go 
up, — go up." I did so, and the one who had made 
the remark, looking over his shoulder, as I appeared 
on the gallery, exclaimed — " I say, if he is not com- 
ing!" I advanced rapidly, and they could not get 
away. I put my hands upon them and urged them 
to flee from the wrath to come. The one who had 
been the chief speaker, was greatly agitated, and the 
next night was at the altar in great distress. He 
obtained mercy from God, and has joined the society. 
What the result will be with the oUier, I know not 

I was informed the other day, that an officer of the 
garrison came to one of our meetings, to see what 
truth there was in the strange reports he had heard. 
There was a powerful influence from God upon the 
people that night. — Poor fellow, he felt it also, but 
got frightened and fled from the chapel. He told a 
friend afterwards — "Why, sir, I was sitting in the. 
congregation, and I saw that man (meaning me) 
coming. He put his two hands upon a man's head, 
and prayed over him, and then took him to the altar. 
Well, sir, he came again and did the same to another, 
and l^en to another ; and he was coming straight to 
do the same to me ; but, sir, I started from my seat 
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and ran out of the chapel, and along the street as 
hard as I could : a thing I have never yet done before 
an enemy." So true is that saying — " The wicked 
flee when no man pursueth." 

The devil is loosing his servants daily. A few 
nights ago, a man of extensive business was present 
at the chapel. His wife a few days before had been 
converted to God. She had long been a member of 
the Church of England, but had never been " bom 
again." He was very uneasy about his soul, but the 
devil would not let him come forward to be prayed 
for. When the meeting was over and we were almost 
worn out, he came forward to the altar to tell me how 
hard his heart was. Now, thought I, the devil has 
kept this poor sinner in his seat all this time, because 
he knew that if he should come forward to be prayed 
for, he would never get out of our hands till he was con- 
verted to God ; and now the devil has permitted him 
to come, because, he thinks, we are too tired to begin 
a second prayer meeting. I called to the brethren ; 
they were on the spot immediately; the sinner was 
surrounded with praying men, "Now down upon 
your knees man, and cry for mercy." The second 
prayer meeting continued till late; the devil lost him. 
Next day he had some doubts, and he sent a message 
to me, saying that he wanted to converse on the 
witness of the Spirit ; I requested him to be present 
at the afternoon sermon, and, after which, I would 
converse with him. He attended, but when the 
sermon was over, I found him happy. God had ex- 
. plained the doctrine to him during the discourse, by 
sending his Spirit into his heart, crying Abba Father. 

I think about one hundred and fifty persons have 
passed from death unto life. I understand that 
about twenty-five believers have experienced the 
blessedness of those who are pure in heart, I shall 
probably leave toward the end of next month. The 
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gentleman who assisted so generously for the Burling- 
ton Chapel, Elisha Johnson, Esq., is still alive. His 
wife you will remember, was a Roman Catholic ; but 
was converted during the revival of 1835. She is 
standing fast, an excellent member of the Methodist 
Church. They both continue my warm friends. 

A few evenings ago, I heard a holy woman sing 
the following lines, with heaven beaming on her 
countenance. I know not whether you have ever 
seen them, but they were quite new to me : — 

2%erc remaineth therefore a rest to the people of God. — Heb. iv. 9. 

TuNK— "home, sweet home." 

My rest is in heaven, my rest is not here, 
Then why should I murmur when trials are near ; 
Be hush'd my dark spirit, the worst that can come 
But shortens thy journey, and hastens thee home. 

It is not for me to he seeking my hliss. 
And building my hopes in a region like tliis ; 
I look for a city which hands have not pil'd ; 
I pant for a country hy sin undefil'd. 

The thorn and the thistle around me may grow, 
I would not lie down upon roses below ; 
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest. 
Till I find them for ever in Jesus' hreast 

Afflictions may damp me, hut cannot destroy. 
One glimpse of his love, turns them all into joy; 
And the bitterest tears, if he smile but on them. 
Like dew in the sunshine, turn diamond or gem. 

Let doubt then and danger, my progress oppose. 
They only make heaven more sweet at the close ; 
Come joy, or cume sorrow, whaf er may befall. 
One hour with my God, wiU make up for it all. 

A scrip on my back, and a staff in my hand, 
I march on in haste through an enemy's land : 
The road may be rough, but it cannot be long, 
And I'll smooth it with hope, and I'll cheer it with song. 

The above is my experience. — My soul is happy, 
and am, as much as ever, your attached, 

J. C. 
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LETTER VI. 

TO THE SAME. 

Montreal, March I6tk, 1841. 
Dear Friend, 

At five o'clock on the morning of the 27th of 
January, I left Quebec for this city. Three sleighs 
filled with our friends, accompanied me twelve miles 
out of the city, where we all took breakfast together. 
In February, 1835, when the Rev. Matthew Lang 
and I visited Quebec for the first time, the brethren, 
hearing of our coming, in imitation of those at Rome, 
who met St. Paul at " the three taverns," came out twelve 
miles to meet us, and escorted us into their noble 
and beautiful city. You will not, therefore, wonder 
that my heart is warmly attached to the Quebec 
people. I only spent twenty-one days with them on 
my first visit, but twelve weeks with them this time ; 
preached nearly one hundred sermons, besides exhort- 
ing, times innumerable. I also gave them a sermon on 
Temperance; and in the Hall of the Parliament 
House, I delivered an address on the expediency of 
total abstinence from intoxicating liquors. The 
Governor General very politely granted us the Hall 
for the occasion. Many at this time became Mem- 
bers of the " Quebec young men's total abstinence 
Society," which is in a very flourishing condition : 
and thus it ever shall be with any society founded on 
riffht principles, if the members act consistently, and 
carry out those principles with vigour, to their legiti- 
mate results. 

" Facts are stubborn things ;" and many of the 
anti-temperance men found them so that night. I 
told them. First: — ^A coroner's jury has lately been 
held in your city, upon the body of a female, who 
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has been disinterred for the purpose of an inquest^ 
under a suspicion of murder ; but death by intoxica- 
tion was the final verdict. The matter, however, did 
not rest here ; an inquest has been held in another 
quarter, viz. — in the conscience of a liquor seller, a 
professor of religion ; and what was the verdict there ? 
That the woman came to her untimely death by 
liquor which she habitually got at his shop. The 
man came to me a few mornings since, and inquired 
what he must do. Secondly : — ^A few weeks since, 
a company of men were working on a building in the 
Lower Town. A dram dealer close by, regardless of 
the danger to which the men were exposed, supplied 
them with drink. Toward night, one of them, about 
half intoxicated, stumbled and fell from the roof, and 
was a corpse in a few moments, leaving a widow and 
seven small children. Thirdly : — Several authorized 
reports have been placed in my hands, within a few 
hours : one of them states that you have six hundred 
places in your city, where intoxicating liquors are 
sold. Another (your coroner's report) informs us 
that, during four months of 1840, verdicts were given 
of thirty-nine deaths, occasioned by intoxication. 
Fourthly : — ^An extract from the books of your gaol, 
signed by the jailer, states that from January to Sep- 
tember, (nine months) there were committed fourteen 
hundred criminals; and, that eleven hundred and forty- 
eight of them had been committed for crimes which 
were clearly traceable to intemperance. It seems the 
other two hundred and fifty-two were put down upon 
the list of " uinknown ;" that is, the cause of their 
commitment could not be assigned to intoxication, 
but it was added, there could be little doubt, were 
their history as well known as the others, it would be 
found that their crimes originated from the same 
soiurce. 

The Lord enabled me to be very bold and faithful. 
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as there were many of the liquor trade present. I 
cried, " he that hath an ear to hear, let him hear ! " 
Behold the doings of your six hundred dram shops 
and taverns. They have sent more than eleven 
hundred persons to prison in nine months, and have 
killed thirty-nine. I then made a supposition, that a 
few individuals, for the sake of making money, should 
open a number of places for amusement, of a very 
fascinating kind, and that such establishments, while 
they were the means of sending eleven hundred and 
forty-eight men and women to prison in nme months, 
killed thirty-nine, in the half of that time ; how long 
would an outraged community suffer such horrible 
places to be open ? Would not the strong arm of the 
law close them for ever ? But what have I seen in your 
city papers lately? O, only this, that these wretched 
men are notified, to attend upon a certain day, to have 
their licences renewed ! I then related an amusing 
circumstance that happened in the Legislature of Ver- 
mont some time since, which showed that the minds 
of statesmen are beginning to awake to the horrible 
evils and inconsistencies of the licence law. A bill 
had been brought into the house, and was taken up 
for the third reading. One section thereof, enacted 
a penalty for drunkenness. A member arose, and 
moved a commitment of the bill for an amendment, 
by erasing the section against drunkards. He said, 
he objected to the punishing of drunkards by statute, 
and at the same time, protecting the traffickers in ar- 
dent spirits, by legislative enactments — that it seemed 
to him like holding out one arm of the law to present 
the cup, and the other to pimish the acceptance of it. 
As much as to say, " hold out the cup, and if it is ac- 
cepted, it will, by a sure process, lead to drunkenness; 
and then punish the drunkards. The Vermont Legis- 
lators saw the dilemma, and it was thrown back into 
iJie hands of the original mover for an amendment. 
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> There was an amusing, perhaps I should say, 
melaneholy circumstance occurred at the close of this 
meeting. If it was mournful, it was however to me 
an evidence, that the man's conscience vibrated, in 
some degree, under the influence of that mighty 
principle which swayed the minds of the Apostles and 
primitive Christians. — It is good neither to eat flesh, 
nor to drink wine, nor anything whereby thy brother 
stumbleth, or is offended, or is made weak. ( Ro m . xiv. 
21.) A man evidently under powerful convictions 
respecting the soul and body destroying evils of in- 
toxicating drinks, arose from his seat, seemingly with 
a detennmation to join the teetotal ranks. He 
walked t6ward the table, where the sheet was laid for 
signatu/es ; but several persons were waiting to sign, 
and he^ had to pause a little. H e was greatly agitated, 
and 1 believe felt himself on the very brink of a Rubi- 
con^ that would decide his habits through life. A 
friend of mine stood near him, and heard the follow- 
ing soliloquy: — ''Well, I shall not join to night. I 
have a bottle at home, and a little in it, I shall drink 
that before I sign the pledge ; but I declare, had I 

drank it before I came to this meeting, I 1 

should have signed the pledged this night ;" so he 
darted out of the house, and under the influence of 
quite a different principle from that which St. Paul 
felt, perhaps not unlike the Cainite one, " Am I my 
brother's keeper ? " 

Small as the thing may appear, and simple as was 
that test of principle, yet, it may be found hereafter, 
that the little that remained in that " bottle at home," 
stood connected with loss of character ; — a ruined 
constitution, a drunkard's grave, or his future wretch- 
edness in hell. 

" A dew-drop on the baby plant, 
Has warp'd the giant oak for ever!" 

" Behold how great a matter, a little fire kindle th." 
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The last night I preached in Quehec was an affect- 
ing time. It was with much difficulty I could get 
out of the chapel, and away from the young converts. 
" How strong the affection of a new-bom soul." A fter 
breakfast, I commended the little party to God, and 
rode on to St Ann's, fifty miles. Here I was met by 
Mr. H. of Quebec, who carried me in his sleigh to his 
father's house. A singular ride it was. Part of the 
way ran over and along tremendous snow-drifts, till 
we descended upon the Batascou River, and scudded 
along on its ice-bound surface twelve miles. Here 
night overtook us, and we got bewildered. After 
wandering up and down, looking for a path to the 
shore and uplands, we espied some persons in the 
distance, and by hallooing we attracted their attention. 
By their assistance we ascended the bank, and through 
a wild country — 

" Of hiU and dale, heap'd into one expanse 
Of marbled suo^, as far as eye can sweep, 
With a blue crust of ice-unbounded glaz'd : " 

"We arrived at his father's house about nine o'clock 
at night. The motion of the sleigh at night, with 
nothing before my eyes but ice and snow, brought on 
something like sea-sickness. I was extremely ill 
when I alighted. The Lord gave me a good night's 
rest, and I awoke in the morning quite well and 
happy. 

A messenger went out through the settlement, 
announcing Siat a Methodist Clergyman from the 
United States had arrived, and would preach within 
an hour. The poor people, who were hungry for the 
bread of life, were soon assembled, to whom I ex- 
pounded the tenth chapter of the Acts of the Apos- 
tles. It was affecting to see with what eagerness 
they devoured every word. Within a few minutes of 
the conclusion of the discourse, an astonishing influ- 
ance came down upon all present. Nothing was to 
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be seen but weeping on every side. We fell upon 
our knees, and poured out our souls to God. There 
was veiy little noise ; but the sobbing and weeping 
were wonderful. I paced the floor on my knees, 
encouraging each trembling sinner to rely upon the 
atonement for the forgiveness of sins. Lord Jesus 
remember these sheep in the wilderness. We had 
hard parting; but farewells were interchanged, proba- 
bly, never to be repeated. We then rode on to Three 
Rivers, without any accident, other than a thorough 
summerset in a snow-drifl. I threw out my left arm 
to break the fall, — ^buried it for my pains deep in the 
snow, and we lay sprawling for a time in the shape- 
less drift Our fine horse stood perfectly still, till 
we got through our undulating motions; and after 
getting all " to rights,'* we started forward in good 
spirits, though in continual danger of another capsize. 
A previous upset of this kind was more disastrous. 
As I was riding along in my sleigh, wrapt in Bufllalo 
skins, I came opposite a respectable looking man 
standing by a fence. He asked liberty to ride with 
me a short distance, which I readily granted, hoping 
I might have an opportunity of talking to him about 
his soul. No sooner was he seated than I found I 
had a drunken man for a companion. On challeng- 
ing his jug, he said — *' My wife sent me to the store 
for molasses, but I have got more falls since I left 
the store than the molasses are worth ! " I could well 
believe him, poor fellow ; but the fault was more in 
his head, than in his treacherous feet. I no sooner 
began to talk to him about his soul, and the day of 
judgment, than my mare undertook to show she could 
play a drunken trick without either rum or molasses. 
Away she went down the hill, tumbling head-foremost, 
till she lay stretched on the snow. In the mean 
time the drunkard and myself had a comfortable 
summerset together; buffalo skins, portmanteaus. 
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molasses, and jug, whirling into the ditch along with 
us : the drunkard's voice grumhling out as we per- 
formed our evolutions, "the day of judgment indeed." 
The heast lay very quietly till we got out of the ditch. 
The sleigh was broken, and we were some distance 
from any house; so I had to harness myself to it, 
and endeavoured to drag it along slowly ; the drunk- 
ard doing his best behind, pushing forward, or 
fulling back, in strict accordance with the known 
laws of gravitation : but he was perfectly sincere in 
his endeavours to help me forward. At last we 
arrived at a house on a hill, which turned out to be 
his own, and a very respectable place it was. I found 
he was a farmer in good circumstances. His wife 
was sorely ashamed of him. I tinkered up my sleigh, 
and got ready for a start. He ran into die house for 
my whip, but on coming back, the alcohol drove him 
along with such velocity, that he lost his balance, 
and came down with a terrible, crash on the ground, 
frozen as hard as metal — " Ah ! " said I, " the way of 
the transgressor is hard :" I gave him a few words of 
advice, which he seemed to feel, and departed. Who 
can tell but this event may be the means of his 
conversion to God. 

We arrived at Three Rivers, where I preached from 
the second verse of the hundreth Psalm. After ser- 
vice I was conducted to see a very aged minister of 
the Church of England. A most venerable and 
patriarchal looking man. If I recollect aright, he is 
ninety years of age, but seems in full possession of all 
his faculties. He was sent out as a clergyman to 
New York, by one of the English Bishops, when the 
United States were British Colonies. We had a 
very interesting conversation. "I spent" said he, 
" an evening with Mr. Wesley, before I sailed for 
America. On taking my leave that night, he pre- 
sented me with his Notes on the New Testament, in 
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two volumes." — Them he exhibited to me. When 
rising to depart, I asked his blessing. He arose, and 
with great dignity, placing his hands upon my head, 
with a faultenng voice, prayed : — ' May the blessing 
of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, 
be with thee henceforth, and for ever.* " 

An old Scotch divine has said — " It is one of the 
best sights to see an old disciple ; to see silver hairs, 
adorned with golden virtues ! " How much more to 
see an aged minister of the Lord Jesus, one fairly 
worn out in his master's cause. 

Next morning, I lost my passage in the stage, 
through the carelessness of the agent. After con- 
siderable trouble and loss of time, he was compelled 
to " rig up" a sleigh and send me off alone. J bade 
farewell to Mr. H. who seemed determined not to rest 
without " the knowledge of salvation by the remission 
of sins." We started, and the driver was resolved to 
overtake the stage, but common sense should have 
forbidden the thought. Sometimes we had three 
horses running Indian file, one before the other ; and 
they went at a tremendous rate: now along huge 
snow drifts, then down on the ice of the St. Lawrence, 
and again on the high lands ; guided only in our 
course by small evergreens stuck down in the snow 
at regular distances. I expected every moment ^ 
complete upset : but no, we were often very near it, 
but the expert Canadian always contrived to throw 
his body so far on the opposite side, as to maintain 
the balance of power, and I breathed freely again, 
muttering — " Oh ! we were neai'ly gone that time ; 
now for another hairbreadth escape ! " 

At last, I had so much confidence in the driver, as 
to be perfectly easy ; no matter how hazardous the 
enterprize in which he was involved, he always came 
off victorious. The Canadian cariole has two horns 
in ftront ; and as the driver seldom sits, he is ready 

d3 
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for any emergency. He is never involved in a di- 
lemma between the two horns, he knows one must 
be right ; that one is grasped in a moment as if by 
instinct, and upon this he hangs with desperation. 
He eyes the danger from afar, and at the crisis, quick 
as lightning, he dexterously swings to windward, 
and, in spite of the most desperate circumstances, 
keeps the sleigh on its runners. 

About eight o'clock in the evening, we arrived at 
Montreal, ninety miles from Three Rivers, and one 
hundred and eighty from Quebec. The dear brethren 
at Montreal, regretting some of the movements of 
last October, were now fully ready for a revival. 
The leaders' meeting had given me a unanimous 
invitation to revisit their city, which I accepted before 
leaving Quebec, promising, however, to remain only 
twelve days, and then proceed to Kingston, Upper 
Canada. 

They had already commenced a protracted meeting 
in the large school room, underneath the chapel, and 
were in a fine state of feeling. I advised them to 
light up their chapel every night, and convince 
the public they were not ashamed of a protracted 
meeting, nor of a real revival of the work of God. 
They did so, and our congregations increased every 
night. Soon the arm of God was revealed in the 
awakening of sinners ; but the converting power was 
strangely withheld. We humbled ourselves before 
God, hy fasting and prayer; and, at the same time, 
by preaching and exhortation, we endeavoured to 
storm the devil's camp. Our meetings grew better 
and better ; at the close of each we could say, — 

" The little cloud increaseth still, 
The heavens are big with rain, 
We haste to catch the teeming shower, 
And all its moisture drain." 

When we were fvlly convicted of our own utter help- 
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lessnesSy unless God should help us, then the Holy 
Ghost descended in copious effusions, and in a short 
time we were surrounded with scores of precious 
souls, newly ** bom of God." Great unity prevails 
throughout the society; the preachers are exceedingly 
kind, and we labour together in great harmony. 

Yesterday forenoon I was called upon with a 
brother, to visit the house of mourning. When I 
entered, I was sm'prised to discern in the distressed 
widow, a mourning penitent, whom I had seen come 
forward to be prayed for, only a few nights before. 
She then told me that her husband was a wicked man, 
and had opposed her going among the Metliodists, 
and that she dreaded his displeasure when she re- 
turned. It seems, however, the Lord took the matter 
into his own hands, as he was taken suddenly sick 
the night previous, and expired before morning. 
You wish to know the names of the preachers who 
are stationed in this city. They are as follow : — Rev, 
William Squire, Superintendent; Rev. John P. 
Hetherington ; and Rev. Robert L, Lusher, editor of 
" The Wesleyan," — a paper calculated to do much 
good in Canada; and I do hope the Methodists will 
support it liberally. 

I fear I shall not be able to visit Kingston, and it 
will be a great disappointment. The ice is already 
very dangerous, and the roads are in a wretched state 
between here and Kingston. My time, you are 
aware, is far spent. I must visit New York before I 
sail. Is it true that the Rev. G. G. Cookman has 
sailed for England ? I understand he is about to be 
transferred to the New York Conference. Had 1 
been prepared to sail so early, he would have been a 
most agreeable companion. Shortly after I received 
the call to visit Europe, I heard him preach a most 
pathetic and eloquent discourse from Isaiah xxxv. 10. 
in the .John Street Methodist Church, New York. 
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You will also remember me speaking of his " Cente- 
nary Address/* delivered in the same place. It was 
one of the best I had the privilege of heaiing on that 
interesting occasion — ingenious, stirring, and well- 
timed. Within a few weeks past, 1 have changed 
my intended rout, and shall sail, if God permit, from 
Quebec to Halifax, N. S. thence to Liverpool. 

There were more than two hundred sinners con- 
verted in Quebec, and, since my arrival, about one 
hundred and seventy in this city, but we are looking 
for greater things than these, as many are praying, — 

" A rill, a stream, a torrent flows, 
Bat send the mighty flood, 
O shake the nations, sweep die earth. 
Till all proclaim thee God.** 

Join with us, my dear friend, in the above com- 
prehensive prayer, and I remain, as ever, your brother 
in Jesus Christ. 

J. C. 



Hull, February, 1844. 

P.S. The late highly honoured and eloquent 
Minister of the Lord Jesus, the Rev. G. G. Coolanan, 
of whom I was led to make affectionate mention in 
the foregoing letter, sailed for England in the unfor- 
tunate President, Had I been in New York at the 
time, doubtless I should have gone with him; but 
God directed me another way. Oh ! may my length- 
ened days be spent to his glory. This being Mr. 
Cookman's native town, and having formed a most 
agreeable acquaintance with his excellent father, 
GeoTgQ Cookman, Esq. the mourful event has taken. 
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if possible, a deeper hold of my feelings, than before 
I came to Hull. When correcting the above letter 
for the press, I felt a strong desire to insert a short 
note to the memory of this eminent servant of God ; 
but I find it no easy matter to express the high 
opinion entertained by the American people of his 
piety and extraordinary talents. I am sure, however, 
that the following eloquent extract from an American 
paper, will do more honour to his memory, than 
anything that could proceed from my pen. 



REV. GEORGE G. COOKMAN. 

" The dead are everywhere ! 
The mountain side, the sea, the woods profound, 
All the wide earth — the fertile and the fair — 

Is one yast hnrial ground !" 

" It was a beautiful Sabbath, towards the close of 
February last, when, with many others, I repaired to 
the Hall of Representatives to listen to the Farewell 
Sermon of the eloquent Cookman. All who were 
present will recollect his last impressive words — 
' Perhaps,' he said, ' it is the last time, my beloved 
hearers, that I shall ever address you, or that we shall 
ever meet again upon earth. I go to my native land, 
to receive the blessings of an aged father, and to drop 
a tear upon the grave of a sainted mother.' There 
was something prophetic, solemn, and deeply affecting 
in the tones and manner of the preacher. Small in 
stature and slender in body, he stood like the image 
of St. Paul before Felix. All who had known him, 
or who had often listened with rapt attention to the 
eloquence which gushed from his lips, touched as 
with a living coal from the altar, were moved to tears, 
and seemed to feel as if they were taking in reality a 
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last farewell of one who had given new ardor to their 
piety, and thrown an additional interest into the ser- 
vices of the sanctuary. The whole scene was in no 
ordinary degree grand, imposing, and affecting. The 
magnificent Hall, a fit temple for the worship of the 
living God; the crowd that had assembled to hear 
the last sermon of the Minister whose eloquence they 
so much admired, with their eyes fixed upon his 
countenance glowing with feeling, and listening with 
the profoundest attention to the lessons of piety he 
inculcated ; the noble head of ex- President Adams 
just below him ; the attitude of the preacher, and the 
solemn and prophetic farewell he uttered, all conspired 
to excite feelings of the deepest solemnity, and of the 
most intense interest. Yet who, of all that crowd of 
admiring auditors, believed for a moment that in a 
few short weeks, he, who then stood before them, in 
the impressive dignity of an apostle, and with the 
appearance of one inspired of Heaven, would be 
buried in one of the " dark, unfathomed caves" of the 
ocean, there to repose till the last trumpet shall call 
him before the throne of that great Being whose cause 
he loved, and to whose service he had long devoted 
all the energies of a superior intellect ? It would 
seem most strange, but the ways of Providence are 
often mysterious and inscrutable. Why, it may be 
asked, should this be ? Why should he, so pious, so 
devoted, so eloquent and talented, be thus suddenly 
cut off in the midst of his usefulness, and while suc- 
cessfully occupied in extending the glory of his 
Maker, and adding to the happiness of his fellow- 
man ? I answer, because it was the will of God, and 
God is unerringly wise and just. " He," says the 
pious Hervey, " that marshals the starry host, and so 
accurately arranges the meanest species of herbs. He 
orders all the peculiarities, all the changes of thy 
state, with a vigilance that nothing can elude, with a 
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goodness that endureth for ever. Rest satisfied, then, 
that whatever is, by the appointment of Heaven, i$ 
right, is best." StUl, 

Quis talia fando 

Temperet a lacrymis ? 

Who can avoid lamenting over the early and melan- 
choly end of one so pious^ so useful, and so highly 
gifted? 

Mr. Cookman was one of the most eloquent pulpit 
orators in this country. Many were, perhaps, his 
superiors in polish and elegance of style, extent of 
acquirements, and depth of research, but none sur- 
passed him in the power which belongs to the orator 
of rousing the feelings and passions of the hearer, in 
the felicity and appropriateness of illustration, the 
splendour of his rhetorical figures, and the occasional 
bursts of impassioned eloquence. 

Mr. Cookman felt deeply, and endeavoured to 
excite a correspondent feeling in the hearts of his 
hearers, and but seldom failed to succeed. He was 
sincere and ardent in his devotion, loving the cause 
of his Redeemer and the happiness of his fellow- 
beings, which he felt could only be successfully pro- 
moted by infusing and begetting in them that und3dng 
love of God, by which he himself was so powerfully 
governed and directed. He was imaginative in a high 
degree, and could call up images of great beauty, 
when it suited his purpose to captivate the attention. 
Feeling himself, he knew how to excite feeling in 
others — ^how to touch the responsive chord, and to 
throw a magic charm around the apparent austerities 
of religion. The eflfect of his oratory was often dra- 
matic; the scene was wrought up with great skill, 
both in manner and voice ; and, at the proper mo- 
ment, the whole was made to burst upon the mind 
with almost magical power. He was, however, un- 
equal. If the subject chosen did not suit hia ta&tA^ 
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or his peculiar train of thought^ he was hut an ordinary 
man in the pulpit, and those who have heen led hy 
his reputation to attend his preaching, have sometimes 
come away disappointed ; hut even on those occasions 
the orator was often apparent. In the midst of the 
cold and didactic process of reasoning, while all was 
quiet, philosophical, and tame, an unexpected hurst 
was heard, which like a sudden peal of thunder, 
startled and electrified the hearer; at other times, 
when the suhject suited him, it was a succession of 
peais and flashes — the mind was kept up to the 
highest degree of tension, and seldom permitted to 
flag; his voice would sometimes grow in power, image 
would follow image, figure upon figure, in heautiful 
succession, till the whole produced upon the mind an 
effect the most thrilling and suhlime. I have never 
heard the supplosio pedis used with greater success 
than hy Mr. Cookman. To him it seemed to he 
natural, and was always employed at t^e proper 
moment. His ordinary tones were low, hm\ distinct; 
it was only when the feeling or sentiment required 
it that he hecame vehement and loud, and rolled on 
in a voice of thunder. As a preacher, he wiis very 
popular wherever he was stationed ; and, like Chalmers 
and Irvin, always drew after him large congregations, 
and those whom he did not convert, he never failed 
to charm, delight, and edify. He was heloved and 
admired hy all who knew him, hoth in the pulpit and 
the social circle. H is manner was hland, unassuming, 
and attractive, and his piety free from that austerity 
and asceticism which characterize some who make 
divinity their profession. Such was the lamented 
Cookman as a minister of God and a pulpit orator. 
He sleeps the long sleep of death in quietude and 
peace, amid the deep dark waves of the hottomless 
ocean — ^no longer to mourn over the vices, or to weep 
for the miseries of mankind. No man could have 
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been better prepared to take the sudden and awful 
plunge into eternity that he did ; to him it was but a 
transition from a world of sin and wo, to one of eter- 
nal purity and happiness. He rests on the bosom of 
his Saviour, but his widowed relic and her helpless 
offspring are left to weep in anguish over their 
irreparable loss. She may say, in tibe pathetic lan- 
guage of Catullus, 

Omnia tecum una perieunt gaudia nostra, 
Qus taus in vita dolcis alibat amor. 

But let her not weep, her loss has been his gain — he 
has exchanged a scene of agony and strife, for an 
eternity of happiness and joy. ' Wherefore should 
we weep ? can we bring the dead back again ? We 
shall go to them, but they shall not return to us.*" 



About the same time, another writer, and one who 
knew him well, gave a beautiful and striking deline- 
ation of Mr. Cookmau's character and style of 
preaching : — 

" There seems now to be little doubt that Mr. 
Cookman and his fellow passengers, on board the 
President, have been lost. This is a mysterious 
Providence. We cannot comprehend it. But in this 
regard it is not singular. How little do we know of 
the dealings of Providence ! We see his footsteps, 
but they are often in the deep. That they are taken 
in wisdom we do not doubt ; and we must wait until 
he shall become his own interpreter in the day of 
eternity. His dealings with us will then be explained 
and understood. We shall then see that wisdom and 
mercy have been in all his ways. 

The Church will feel, deeply feel the loss of this 
eminent and pious minister. Speaking after the 
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manner of men^ hia place cannot be supplied. He 
filled a broad space in the Church, and in the public 
esteem. His talents wese so diversified, his manner 
so peculiar, and his eloquei&ce so extraordinary, that 
it is not probable his superior will soon appear. 

Without going out of the Church to which Mr. 
Cookman belonged, ministers may be found who ex- 
celled him in talent and acquirement — ^men of a 
stronger grasp, and of a more comprehensive judg^ 
ment ; but in the faculty of arresting the attention of 
his auditors, and giving the deepest interest to his 
subject, he was unsurpassed. 

It was said that Mr. Cookman acquired his reputa- 
tion for eloquence chiefly at Washington City, where 
he was stationed two years ; and at Alexandria, where 
he laboured one year. Two years of this time he 
acted as Chaplain to Congress. 

That his reputation was greatly increased by his 
labours in this important and trying station, may be 
admitted ; but his merits prior to this time may not 
have been impartially considered. However this may 
be, at Washington City, and as Chaplain to Congress, 
he made a stronger impression than had been made 
by any other man. Whether he preached in the 
chapel, or in the hall of the House of Representatives, 
it was crowded with hearers, without regard to the 
inclemency of the weather. He was heard by the 
learned and the unlearned. The profoundest states- 
men, jurists, and orators, were found in his congrega- 
tions — ^men who could not be carried away by the 
tricks of oratory, or a superficial view of the subjects 
he discussed. And they heard him with increasing 
interest. The hall of the House was as much crowded 
the last sermon he preached there, as it had been at 
any former time. 

In person Mr. Cookman was below the middle 
size. He was slender, and in height did not exceed 
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five feet eight or nine inches. He had not reached 
the meridifi^ of life. There was nothing remarkable 
in his appearance. His countenance gave no strong 
indication of the power he possessed. His forehead 
was low, his head not lai^e; and although his eye 
was expressive, and his mouth showed acuteness, 
there was little to be seen in his face of the soul that 
was within him. His dress conformed to the sim- 
plicity of Methodism. 

No one could hear Mr. Cookman read his hymn, 
or a chapter in the Bible, at the commencement of 
his service, without feeling that he was no ordinary 
man. It is indeed a rare thing to meet with a good 
reader in the pulpit ; and it is matter of astonishment 
that this admirable attainment is not more conunon. 
You might have read the chapter or the hymn a 
thousand times, and yet to hear it read by Mr. 
Cookman would give it a freshness, a beauty and 
power, of which you had never been fully sensible. 
His prayer was fervid, and characterized by depend- 
ence and faith. His language would sometimes, 
approach to familiarity, but never unmingled with 
the deepest reverence. 

His text taken, Mr. Cookman was never long in 
reaching the body of his discourse. Long introduc- 
tions are seldom interesting or useful. The text 
might be one with which his hearers were most 
familiar, and which they had often heard discussed. 
But not only the reading of it gave it a new aspect, 
but the mode of its illustration and enforcement was 
alflo new. There was nothing hackneyed nor common 
in his sermons. While method was not neglected, 
it was not regarded as the chief merit of the discourse. 
The rein was somewhat slackened, and the inspiration 
of the moment led the speaker onward and upward ; 
and he never failed to carry his hearers along with 
him. 
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Mr. Cookman had a fondness for figurative lan- 
guage. But his figures were animated heings, full 
of life and power. At his call, they clustered around 
him, ready to do his bidding. In imagination you 
could see their forms and hear them breathe. They 
were the instruments of mercy or of vengeance to the 
children of men. 

Who that heard him, can ever forget, in one of his 
last sermons in the Capitol, an apostrophe as eloquent 
as ever fell from the lips of man ? His subject was 
the mercy of God. He brought before his hearers, 
in the strongest light, the disorder and crime of a 
ruined world. Its beauty had been marred by sin. 
Man sought the life of his fellow. Desolation and 
death marked the course of ambition and revenge. 
Rapine and murder prevailed. Disease, suffering, 
and death covered the earth. They were the com- 
mon inheritance of all. The voice of mourning and 
sorrow was heard. Despair found a habitation on 
earth. Many with eyes and hearts uplifted sought 
consolation from on high. He stopped as though by 
some sudden impulse, and lifting his eyes to heaven, 
he saw the angel of mercy, as a comforter, descending 
from above. She was clothed in white; her form 
was heavenly, and in her countenance shone forth the 
godlike attributes of love and compassion. A halo of 
glory was around her. You saw her descending, and 
was enraptured with her loveliness and divinity. 
Passing by the great and honorable of the earth, she 
came to the cottages of the poor and the afflicted, and 
bound up the broken hearted. She knocked for 
entrance at the hearts of the weary and heavy laden, 
but she was no obtruder. She must be made wel- 
come before she entered, and she remained no longer 
than she was treated with the respect due to her 
heavenly origin. 

I can give not even a faint outline of this beautiful 
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figure. Nor do I believe that any pen can give it. 
It was the inspiration of the moment^ and could only 
have been produced by such an inspiration. 

On one occasion I heard him speak of the hand- 
writing on the waU. You saw before you Belshazzar 
and his guests, and the luxiuies of Babylon ; and you 
heard the voice of mirth and revelry. Of a sudden 
there was a pause — a pause portentous of some awful 
event. Full of the subject and of the conception, a 
feeling of awe came over the preacher and the congre- 
gation. There was not one in the assembly, perhaps, 
who had not read the story a hundred times, yet all 
seemed to await the announcement of it, with painful 
suspense. At length, in slow and tremulous accents, 
you were pointed to the hand and the writing on tlie 
wall. The effect was awful. 

On another occasion I heard him speak of Paul at 
Athens. The apostle was on Mars* hill. The j)hilo- 
sophers, orators, and great men of Athens were before 
him. Armed with the panoply of the Gospel, this 
bold and unflinching apostle met the dread array. 
He pointed his weapon against the concentrated preju- 
dices of this leaiTied and great nation with so much 
skill and effect, that, accompanied by the power of 
God, like the force of electricity, it produced a terrible 
shock to his adversaries, and secured a triumph over, 
them. 

Mr. C. was less distinguished by his reasoning 
powers, than by his power of combination and des- 
cription. His manner was eminently dramatic, with- 
out the smallest degree of affectation. He would 
have made an eminent actor in tragedy, had he chosen 
the stage for his profession. A distinguished gentle- 
man observed to the writer, after hearing him preach, 
that he would make a tragedian of the first order, and 
that he should like to hear him act Macbeth. But 
there was nothing of the actor about him. He was 
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full of his subject — of the meekness, simplicity, and 
power of the Gospel, and his manner was the action 
of nature. It was, I admit, excited nature ; but it 
was an excitement the most noble and elevated of 
which human nature is susceptible. 

Until roused, Mr. Cookman's mind did not, and 
indeed could not put forth its energies. But when 
excited, its range seemed to be without limit. He 
explored the works of nature, and unfolded their 
richest beauties. On the truths of the Gospel and 
the triumphs of grace, he showed great power. When 
his subject required it, his art of persuasion was as 
soft and as sweet as the music of the spheres. But 
he could portray with awful grandeur and effect the 
terrors of Sinai. The storm of his eloquence in 
burning words fell upon the sinner, and filled him 
with dismay. 

From the ocean he drew much of his richest 
imagery. A senator, distinguished for his eloquence, 
and who was himself fond of illustrations from the 
same source, after hearing Mr. Cookman, observed, 
" He has discouraged me in the use of my happiest 
figures. There is such a richness, beauty, and force 
in his illustrations from the ocean, so far surpassing 
my reach, that I know not that I shall ever again 
attempt to use them." 

One day, in his sermon he was speaking of death. 
*' It is," said he, " oft^i compared to a vessel that has 
been long tossed upon the ocean, and at length over- 
taken by a storm, its sails torn, its seams opening, 
by the violence of the waves it is at last thrown into 
port, a perfect wreck. I do not like the figure," said 
he, " that is not death. No. It is a vessel upon the 
stocks, newly built, and complete in all its parts, its 
sails unfurled — the braces being knocked away, it 
glides majestically and gloriously into the bosom of 
ihe ocean. This is death. It is the escape of the 
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soul from the ills of life to its own placid eternity." 

No one who heard him, can ever forget his address 
at the conclusion of his sermon to ti^ose who had 
heard him, perhaps, for the last time. Congress was 
to adjourn the next day. He expressed his gratitude 
to Heaven for the respect that had been paid to the 
Gospel by the attendance, at that place, of so many 
distinguished strangers. He told them that he had 
endeavoured to warn them faithfully, and he was en- 
couraged with the hope that his labour had not been 
altogether in vain. As the minister of Christ he felt 
himself authorized to propound to them, for the last 
time, some serious questions — questions of the last 
importy and which he hoped they would not readily 
forget He would inquire of each, as a traveller to 
eternity, whither goest thou ? Art thou in the pursuit 
of science ? Art thou endeavouring, by labour night 
and day, to climb her rugged steeps ? I tell you that 
an increase of knowledge will give no increase of 
happiness. Traveller, whither goest thou ? Art thou 
in the pursuit of fame ? Art 3iou endeavouring, by 
unweaiied effort, to inscribe thy name highest on her 
column ? I tell you that the foundation of that column 
is this earth, and that the time will come when this 
earth shall reel to and fro, as a drunken man, and 
pass away for ever. Traveller, whither goest thou ? 
Art thou in the pursuit of happiness ? Dost thou 
seek it in the painted bowers of pleasure ? I tell you 
there is a serpent there which will sting you to death. 
Hearing of the fate of this distinguished and pious 
man, I was irresistibly led to think of his frequent 
and awful appeals to the loss of the Lexington, im- 
mediately after that dreadful catastrophe. It seemed 
to dwell much upon his mind, and reference to it never 
failed to produce a thrilling effect on his hearers. 
Little did he think that a catastrophe scarcely less 
terrible, on the same element^ should so soon termi- 

Y.1 
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nate his own life. In imagination, I see the fated 
vessel upon the surges of the deep, at the hour of 
midnight. The storm has lasted for many hours — 
it is now at its height. The blackness of darkness 
covers the heavens — ^rendered more horrible by the 
liquid fire that shoots across the dreadful abyss — 
the waves in wildest fury dashing over the sinking 
vessel. I see the pious Cookman on his knees, in 
the cabin, with his heart uplifted in mighty prayer, 
and his fellow passengers prostrate around him, also 
praying. O, God ! who can comprehend the awful- 
ness of this hour. Into this narrow space is crowded 
all that is grand and terrific in nature — all that is 
important in life and in death ; and all the realties 
of eternity. There is no hope but in God. The 
parting waves open a mighty chasm. The vessel is 
ingulfed. The voice of prayer and the pulse of life 

^®*^"" Philander. 

I trust none of my friends will be displeased 
with me for breaking the chain of my letters for the 
purpose df giving insertion to the above interesting 
and moumfid memorials. 
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Montreal, Canada, March 29, 1841. 
My dear Sister, 

I do sympathize with you. These are indeed Jiery 
trials, and may seem strange things to your troubled 
soul. You are not to forget, however, that your 
temptations " are such as are common to man," nor. 
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" that the same afflictions are accomplished in your 
brethren, that are in the world ;" but rather rejoice, 
as knowing that, " God is faithful, who will not suffer 
you to be tempted above that ye are able, but will 
with the temptation, also make a way to escape, that 
ye may be able to bear it." 

I am glad you seem able in some measure to dis- 
tinguish between darkness and heaviness. Darkness 
implies sin, and is associated with condemnation. 
Heaviness frequently implies little more than temp- 
tation, though it may often arise from such innocent 
causes as disordered nerves, bad health, or the in- 
fluence of the atmosphere; and is consistent with 
confidence in God ; such as Job felt when he saia, 
" though he slay me, yet will I trust in him." 

I allow, there may be at such times, great *' search- 
ings of heart," and a temptation to write " bitter 
things" against self, and, 

" These try the sinews of the sooJ, 
And drill the heart to suffering." 

But, " God is faithful." Hold on here, and you shall 
weather every storm of earth and hell. Your expe- 
rience is, indeed, " an amazing compound of many 
severe exercises." Your cup, however, is a mingled 
one. Praise God for that. Some sweet among much 
bitter, — not unlike a certain species of apple, which 
I heard, in my younger years, named "the bitter 
sweets." 

I happen to have by me a few lines of poetry, 
which were once made a blessing to me, when in a 
peculiar state of mind ; perhaps they may serve to 
cheer and lead you to " sing of mercy as well as 
judgment." 

" The gloomiest day has gleams of light, 

The darkest wave hath bright foam near it, 
And twinkles tlirough the cloudiest sky, 
Some solitary star to cheer it. 
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The gloomiest soul is not all gloom, 
The saddest soul is not all sadness, 

And sweetly o'er tlie darkest gloom, 

There shines some lingering beams of gladness. 

t)espair is never quite despair, 

Nor life nor death the future closes, 

And round the shadowy brow of care, 
Will hope and fancy twine their roses." 

You ask my advice ; and what shall I say ? Perhaps 
the following, from the pen of Mr. Fletcher to a 
servant of God, who, like yourself, was involved in 
sore trials, may be a blessing to you. I would just 
preface it with a remark from a German author I was 
reading the other day. " Faith is the grave of care;" 
and, I would ask, is not faith in the blood of Jesus, 
the grave of our doubts and fears ? The above will 
apply to a pait of your troubles ; I hope Mr. F. will 
throw light upon the rest. " Some great end to 
yourself, or others, may be answered by patiently 
bearing your worldly cross, till it be taken from you, 
or you are removed from under it. Continue to make 
it a matter of earnest prayer to know the will of God 
concerning you; and, whilst your eye watches the 
motions of the providential cloud, and your heart 
listens for the Lord's call, endeavour to keep your 
will in an even balance at his feet, that the least 
grain of intimation — clear intimation from him ; and 
the least distinct touch of the hand of his Provi- 
dence, may turn the scale either way, without resis- 
tance on your part. Being thus fully persuaded, 
you will do and suffer all wiA the liberty and courage 
of faith." 

I praise God he keeps my mind in great peace. 
Sometimes I have much joy. We shall never, my 
dear friend, be out of the reach of temptation, till we 
arrive in Heaven. Farewell, I shall meet you there. 

J.C. 
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P. S. Will you be so kind as to forward the 
inclosed to******* I shall, if God pennit, pass 
over Lake Champlain when it is free from its icy 
chains, and, if possible, shall spend a day at your 
house. 
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Montreal, Canada, March 30, 1841. 
Dear Friend, 

Accept my thanks for your excellent letter. Those 
cases you relate are indeed awful. I was much 
struck with the following verses the other day, — 

" From sudden unexpected death, 
Jesus thy servant save ; 
Nor let me gasp my latest hreath, 
Unmindful of the grave. 

Unconscious of the yawning deep, 
And death eternal nigh, 

do not suffer me to sleep, 
Till in my sins I die. 

And summoned to the mountain top. 

Without a lingering sigh, 
Render my ransomed spirit up. 

And to thy glory die. 

Wise to foresee my latter end^ 
With humble loving fear, 

1 would continually attend 

The welcome messenger." 

I have lately received a most affecting letter from 
Quebec, giving an account of a dreadful fire, and the 
loss of four lives. As I knew one of the sufferers, I 
feel the more deeply affected. One night during the 

e4 
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revival in Quebec, as I was walking up the aisle, one 
of the brethren said to me with great earnestness, 
" Do you see that old gentleman wi3i the bald head ?" 
" Yes." " Well sir, he was once a member of our 
society, but has long since left us, and what is worse, 
he is a miserable backslider ; go and speak to him." 
His words came with power to my mind, and with 
some difficulty I got to him. He seemed very atten- 
tive to what was going on, but without any apparent 
concern about his soul. I was struck with his re- 
spectable and venerable appearance. After a few 
words were spoken to him, a remarkable influence 
came upon my soul. Words were given me such as 
I cannot repeat. For a time he remained firm ; at 
last the word came as fire, and as a hammer to break 
the rock in pieces. He became greatly agitated. 
My inmost soul yearned over him. I felt such a 
burning love to his soul, that I could have taken him 
in my arms, and have carried him to the altar. But 
he would not move, although he trembled in every 
limb. I told him I could not leave ; go to be prayed 
for he must, I urged — entreated — conjured. Had 
some polite and fashionable christians been there, I 
am sure they would have charged me with over- 
stepping the bounds of propriety in attempting to 
drive the man to be saved. Ah ! there is much in 
that advice of Jude : — " And of some have compassion, 
making a difiference : And others save with fear, pul- 
ling them out of the fire." At last God helped me 
to prevail. With a faltering step, and almost over- 
powering emotion, he walked to the altar. It was 
full of penitents, but he fell down near it, and in about 
one hour, God had mercy upon him, and healed all 
his backslidings. At the close of the meeting, there 
were great rejoicings over him and many others; 
among whom was one of his own apprentices, who 
obtained salvation the same evening. 
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A letter brought me the sad intelligence, that one 
night, about ten days after I had left Quebec, he, his 
wife, servant girl, and two apprentices, having retired 
to rest — towards morning, a fire broke out in one of 
the lower apartments of the house ; and although an 
alarm was given ; such was the fury of the flames, 
that- before an attempt could be made to rescue the 
inmates, all had perished, except the elder appren- 
tice ! " The fumes of their burning bodies made a 
part of the awful colmnn of smoke which spread itself, 
like the pall of death, over our deeply-excited city !" 
The youth who was saved, is a member of our church. 
His escape was truly miraculous. He was awakened 
out of a deep sleep by the smoke, and some indistinct 
cries of fire ; he tried to awaken his companion, but 
the heat increasing, he nished to the window almost 
suffocated. Just then the fire blazed all around the 
room, and he sprang from the fourth story, and 
alighted on the frozen street; yet, not a bone was 
broken, and he sustained but very little injury. He 
says, that a little before he leaped from the window, 
he heard the voices of the old couple in another part 
of the house. Alas ! they must then have been sur- 
rounded with smoke and flame. I was informed that 
on Christmas morning very early, the old lady at- 
tended the Methodist Chapel, in deep anxiety about 
her soul. She said afterwards, — " I went to the 
chapel with the intention of going forward to be prayed 
for, but there was no invitation." Oh ! how necessary 
to be " in season, out of season," in our efforts to 
save assembled sinners. She did not come again to 
the chapel while I remained in Quebec. Perhaps 
God, who had beguiwi good work in her soul, com- 
pleted it before that dreadful night. Here I leave it ; 
but with a grateful heart, I adore that God who 
enabled me on the night referred to, faithfully and 
perseveringly to attempt to save the soul of her bus- 
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band from the fires of the second death. Had he 
left the chapel that night without decision, or con- 
verting grace^ he might have been eternally lost. 
Now, I believe, he is among the redeemed in heaven. 
None of the millions who ktiow him there, will refuse 
to say, " is not this a brand plucked out of the fire ? " 
The eternal salvation, even of these two souls, (for 
the young apprentice who lost his life, had been con- 
verted also during the revival) is worth the labour 
and expence of my whole tour, although it should not 
result in the salvation of any others. 

An awful event, which lately transpired iii this 
city, has also made a deep impression upon my mind. 
I have just received the facts from one of our leaders. 
A young man who landed in this country from 
England, last summer, was spending part of Sabbath 
the 14th inst. in a house in **** street, in company 
with a person who came out with him in the same 
ship. While there, he took ofifence at something, 
and in his passion, wished that God might strike him 
blind, and dumb, and dead, if he ever entered into 
that house again. He and another companion then 
proceeded to a dram shop, and had somiething to 
drink. Under the influence of liquor and the devil, 
he returned to the house, where only one hour before 
he had uttered the dreadful imprecation. On Tues- 
day the 2drd inst while employed in front of a house 
in St Paul Street, a heavy body of snow came down 
from the roof, fell upon him, and knocked him down 
with such violence, that before they could get him 
from under it, he was dead. "Thus," says the 
leader, " his impious wish was granted ; he was struck 
blind and dumb, so that he could neilber see nor call 
for assistance, and he was dead before he could be 
released." The Psalmist might well say of him who 
ruleth in the heavens, ''Verily he is a God that 
judgeth in the earth." St Peter also, tells us of a 
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certam class of sinners who " bring upon themselves 
swift destruction." 

About the time of my arrival here from Quebec, 
there was another death in which I was deeply inte- 
rested. The following is the history of Uie case. 
When I was here in 1837, there was a powerful 
revival. One Sabbath night I was led to take that 
text. Rev. xx. 1 1 — 13. During the reading of the 
text, a man began to tremble in a manner he could 
not well controul. He attracted the attention of two 
or three praying men, and they kept their eye upon 
him, hoping to have him forward for prayer ; but as 
soon as the sermon was over, he made an effort to get 
out, and succeeded. He gathered strength in Sie 
fresh air, and ran for his life. These swift-footed 
servants of Christ started in pursuit of the wounded 
sinner. At length he reached his house and darted 
in, not without having been observed by his pursuers. 
In a few moments they knocked at his door, and were 
admitted, but he had disappeared. They inquired of 
the wife for her husband. " He is in that room," 
was her reply. " We must see him." She conducted 
them into the room where he had thrown himself upon 
a bed. When he saw them he burst into tears. 
They pressed the truth of Jehovah upon his con- 
science, at the same time urging him to arise and call 
upon God. He did so, and they wrestled in prayer 
till midnight, when he professed to have found salva- 
tion. Alas! he did not long walk in the way to 
heaven. His old besetment, intoxicating drink, got 
the better of him, and he fell from God. 

When I was here last autumn, he avoided the 
chapel with great precaution, but, before I returned, 
a fatal disease had seized upon him. His distress of 
mind and body was very great. Some hopes, I 
believe, were entertained of his salvation before he 
breathed his last. The previous new year's day was 
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a '* high day" with him and his wicked companions^ 
hut hefore it was over, he laid the foundation of his 
speedy death. 

J.C. 



LETTER IX. 

St, Johns, Canada, April 2 1 , 184 1 . 
My dear Friend, 

I did not think of writing to you again hefore I 
had sailed for Europe ; hut having a few moments to 
spare, I snatch them to address to you a few lines. 
I have abandoned the idea of visiting Kingston at 
this time. Having still a deep interest in the welfare 
of the little society in this place, I gathered from my 
feelings, that the Lord might have something for me 
to do, either in strengthening the yoimg converts of 
last autumn, or laying hold of some of the devil's 
children, who were then woimded by the arrows of 
the gospel. 

I found the little society standing fast, and doing 
well ; hut the wicked are afraid of me. They re- 
member the arrows of the last battle, and are better 
prepared to avoid them. So true is that saying of an 
elegant writer — " If the sinner is not recalled by the 
invitations of the gospel, he will be rivetted by that 
gospel into more helpless condenmation." I fear I 
made a mistake in leaving St. Johns so early ; and 
have some suspicions that was the reason why my 
way was so hedged up in Montreal. 

I preached eighty-six sermons in Montreal ; one 
temperance sermon, and delivered five lectures on 
total abstinence from all intoxicating drinks. More 
diao two hundred sinners were converted to God, 
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and one thousand persons united with the Montreal 
'* young men's total abstinence society." A deputa- 
tion from the above society visited me before I left 
the city, with a request that I would give them a few 
months of my time previous to my sailing for Europe, 
in order to visit a few of the towns of Upper Canada 
for the purpose of promoting the cause of temperance. 
A hberal sum had been raised for the purpose, with 
an offer of more, if necessary, should I undertake the 
mission. Although I felt myself honoured by the 
flattering offer, I durst not accept it. I reflected — 
if my commission to visit Canada and Europe is from 
God, then I am not at liberty to be an agent of this 
kind, because, in no part of it, is a temperance agency 
(in the proper sense of the term) written. On the 
same principle, I rejected the proposition of some of 
my friends to procure an agency for the promotion 
of the designs of the "American Bible Society. " True, 
this would lessen my personal expenses, but at the 
same time greatly entangle me in my revival designs. 
But, you ^1 ask, " how could you then consistently 
deliver so many temperance lectm-es in Quebec and 
Montreal ?" I answer, on the same principles that I 
could give an address at a Missionary or Bible society 
meeting: when I could make such addresses sub- 
servient to the revival ; when I could mingle with my 
remarks those eternal truths of the gospel which 
awaken and convert men; thus affording me an 
opportunity of proclaiming the verities, and pressing 
the claims of Christianity upon minds, which other- 
wise I could not have reached ; and the very next 
night preach the gospel to these awakened sinners, 
and thus lead them not only to be temperance men 
and philanthropists, but real christians; and all this 
without infringing upon the rights of any particular 
society, or without entanglements from claims con- 
nected with any special agency. 
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Under these circumstances, I cheerfo^ embraced 
such opportunities, and thus enjoyed the double gratifi- 
cation of helping forward the interests of associations, 
good in themselves, while I carried forward at the same 
time, conscientiously, the grand design intended by 
God, in thrusting me out from my ordmaiy sphere of 
labour. I intend to spend only a few days here, and 
then return to Montreal, and from thence shall pro- 
ceed into the United States. 

Finding myself quite unsuccessful here, it was 
impressed upon my mind to preach restitution. This 
has created quite a stir. I plead for the rights of 
government, as for those of an individual ; and insist 
diat it is just as sinful to defraud the customs, as to 
cheat in trade. The smugglers are in great trouble. 
One was so powerfully wrought upon, that he was on 
the point of presenting his watch to a custom-house 
officer during the sermon. So he confessed after- 
wards, but congratulated himself that he had had 
strength of mind enough to conquer his superstitious 
weakness. I think the devil will have his difiiculties, 
in keeping some of them quiet. 

In Montreal the effects were more evident and 
general. Numerous cases of restitution came to my 
knowledge, from the small siun of one dollar, ranging 
upwards to two hundred dollars! The Wstory of 
some of the cases, though melancholy, was really 
amusing. The conscience of a barber flew in his 
fece, accusing him of repeatedly charging two pence 
more for a certain article than its real value; and 
keener than the razor's edge, was that conscience in 
its operations upon his soul. 

Another had acted the rogue a few years ago, in 
denying possession of a bank note to a certain amount, 
which he had picked up on the street, although 
challenged by the owner a few minutes after : now it 
was burning his soul like a coal of fire. 
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Another i^as the case of a young man in a mercan- 
tile house, who had charge of the cash book: — In 
1839, his employer one day made a wrong entry by 
mistake, which was to the young man's advantage. 
On balancing his cash accoimt at night, a sum of 
money remained in his hands for which he could not 
account; nor was he anxious to do so. Some time 
after however, he discovered the error of his master, 
but said nothing, having expended the sum in a cer- 
tain article. The doctrine of restitution fell upon his 
ear like peals of thimder ; he became deeply concerned 
about his soul, but this stood between him and salva- 
tion like a gate of iron. At last these words came to 
his soul wi& awful power — " Will you sell your soul 
to hell for the sum of ." His conscience re- 
coiled, and staggered under the influence, and he 
cried out — " No, I will restore it." 

Another had defrauded a widow, and he sent the 
amount to Mr. Squire, that it might be restored. 
But I cannot go over all the cases. Excuse this very 
hastily written letter, and believe me, your most 
affectionate friend, and brother in Jesus Christ, 

J.C. 



LETTER X. 

Kew York, May 19, 1841. 
Dear Sir, 

My last to you was dated at Burlington, Vermont. 
Since then I have taken a tour of several months 
through Canada. The result has been the conversion 
of between four and five hundred sinners to God. I 
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cannot help receinng this as a convincing proof that 
I have not mistaken the will of God. On my way to 
this city, I preached in Plattshurgh, N. Y. Burlington, 
Vt. and Newburgh, on the Hudson river. To-night 
I am to preach in this city ; and to-morrow evening, 
if God permit, I shall return to the north by the 
Albany steamer. My temporal affairs are now nearly 
all settled ; so that I do not owe a single shilling on 
the continent of America. Help me to praise God 
for this mercy also. One can breathe freely when he 
owes no man anything but love. 

I cannot answer your queries better than by giving 
you the following from a late German author. This 
divine, after quoting 1 Kings, xvii. 2 — 6. conmients 
thus : — " Do we inquire whether the Lord directs his 
children still as in old time ? Undoubtedly he does ; 
though not by any audible voice, yet with equal cer- 
tainty and evidence ; and this commonly by closing 
up inwardly or outwai'dly, all other ways, and leaving 
only one open to us. And is not this equivalent to 
our hearing a voice behind us, saying, * this is the 
way, walk ye in it, when ye turn to the right hand, 
and when ye turn to the left ? * When he inwardly 
leads us, he impresses a scriptural conviction on the 
judgment as to what we ought to do; and it is 
scarcely possible for us any longer to hesitate. Would 
our feelings lead us a different course ? Then peace 
immediately departs; and such disquietude arises 
within us, Qiat we are compelled to retrace our steps. 
When he outwardly leads us, he brings us into such 
circumstances, connections, and situations, that only 
one way remains open : for we see every other ob- 
structed by visible providences. The way which the 
Lord thus points out to us, seems, therefore, like that 
to the brook Cherith, selected and appointed purely 
for the exercise of our faith, and the crucifixion of 
OUT old man. Only follow on courageously. When- 
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ever the Lord says to any of his children, ' Get thee 
hence and hide thyself/ he also adds, either expressly 
or hy implication, ' and the ravens shall feed thee 
there.* Every duty which he commands has its 
promise appended to it; and we need he wider no 
concern^ except to know that the Lord has directed 
our way." 

But I must close. You know / love poetry, and 
I know you care little ahout it ; hut allow me to op- 
pose your closing forehodings with a few quotations. 

** Who pain anticipate, that pain 
Feels twice, and often feels in vain." 

So much for this world, — now for the world to 
come, courageously : — 

** The mystic seal shall then be broke, 
The curtain rent in twain ; 
And that which now is unreveal'd, 
Shall then be clear and plain." 

Now for my present experience : and may my 
kind friend join me in the closing line at least, with 
all his heart : — 

" To do, or not to do ; to have, 

Or not to have ; I leave to Thee ; 

To be, or not to be, I leave : 
Thy only will be done in me ; 

All my requests are lost in one. 

Father, thy only will be done. 

Welcome alike, the crown, the cross. 
Trouble I cannot ask, nor peace. 

Nor toil, nor rest, nor gain, nor loss, 
Nor joy, nor grief, nor pain, nor ease, 

Nor life, nor death : but ever groan. 

Father, Hiy only will be done." 

Do you ask my charter for such composed and 
heart-felt resignation ? Here it is — read it at your 
leisure; Psalm, Ixxxiv. 11 — 12, and ever pray for 
your friend and brother in Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 
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LETTER XI. 

Halifax, Nova Scotia, July 8, 1841. 
My dear Friend, 

Just as I lifted the pen to begin this letter, these 
lines occurred to my mind, — 

** Reviewing life's eventfol page^ 
And noting, ere they fade away, 
The httle lines of yesterday." 

I have travelled many hundreds of miles since I 
last wrote you from St. Johns, the 21st of last 
April. Have visited the cities of New York, Albany, 
and Troy. The Lord gave me an opportunity of 
preaching in several towns in my rout, so that I hope 
some good was done. I spent Sabbath the 2drd 
of May, in Whitehall, N. Y. (where I received 
the call to visit Europe,) preached three times on 
that day. I had a most refreshing time among 
the dear souls who were converted to God when I 
was stationed here. They had lost none of their 
aiSection. 

On Monday the 24th, I visited the retired spot 
where God allowed me to plead. Exodus, xxxiv. 
5 — 7, on the 11th of July, 1839. After that 
memorable period, I always named it Providence 
path; and so noted it in my private journal. Here 
I had a gracious season alone ; and dedicated body, 
soul, and spirit to God, who enabled me to plead with 
great sweetness and power, that the blessing of the 
Holy Ghost might attend my labours in distant lands. 
Although nearly two years had fled into eternity since 
I prevailed with God to unfold his designs, ihe im- 
pression to cross the Atlantic remained as strong as 
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ever. I left the hallowed ground rejoicing in God. 
It is possible I may see it no more ; yet it was im- 
pressed upon my mind^ that I should be brought back 
again to praise him in that place for his abounding 
mercies. 

About one, I left Whitehall, in the steamer White- 
hall, Captain Lyon, for Burlington, Vt. where I 
arrived in the evening. My soul was deeply engaged 
in prayer all the day; many times repeating as I 
walked the deck, — 

" Till glad I lay this body down. 
Thy servant Lord attend ; 
And 0, my life of mercies crown 
With a triumphant end!" 

On the evening of the 28th of May, I bade fare- 
well to my Burlington friends. Several of them 
accompanied me on board the steamer. We had a 
very solemn time in parting. Some thought they 
should see my face no more ; others had confidence 
I should be spared to return, whether they should 
live to see me or not. As to my own feelings, they 
were too deep and various for utterance. The friends 
went ashore, and our steamer, like an arrow, darted 
forward on that fine expanse of water. I walked the 
deck till midnight, engaged in prayer; and after 
taking a last look at the United States, retired to 
my berth. Next morning I landed at St, Johns. I 
was rejoiced to find they had raised the chapel sub- 
scription to seventeen hundred dollars. 

I spent a few days in Montreal, and then sailed 
for Quebec, where I arrived on the 5th of June; I 
spent about twenty- four days in that city. It was 
not my intention to stay so long, but conscientious 
scruples detained me. The Unicom steamer was 
announced to sail on Sabbath the 13th June. This 
involved my conscience. I could not see it to be 
right for me to sail on the Sabbath, and yet I could 
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not feel resigned to postpone my departure till the 
return of the vessel in two weeks. I was greatly- 
perplexed. The eyes of thousands were upon me, 
and if my own conscience had been satisfied, I durst 
not give that sabbath-breaking city a bad example. 
On conversing with the Captain, and finding him 
immoveable, I concluded to wait two weeks, when he 
would sail positively on a week-day. My mind had 
been much cast down for a few days with many 
sore exercises, and buffetings from the devil; but 
shortly after I gave my decision, the gloom was 
totally dispersed, and peace and joy overspread my 
soul. Since then, my peace has been like a river. 
Isaiah, xlviii. 18. 

The Quebec friends were greatly rejoiced when 
they learned I would spend a couple of weeks with 
them. The chapel was opened for preaching every 
night, and the power of God was displayed among 
his people. Sinners were converted to God daily, 
and the young converts of last winter were greatly 
strengthened. Never shall I forget the kindness of 
that dear people ; every thing was done that human 
beings could do, to render my stay pleasant to myself. 
I had several delightful excursions; sometimes with 
the most agreeable company; often on horseback 
alone. 

As you intend to visit Quebec, you must not fail 
to see the falls of Montmorency ; they are only a few 
miles from the city. The ride is charming, and the 
Falls will afiford you some sublime sensations. You 
will not be overwhelmed with those indiscribable 
emotions which you felt when gazing upon the ter- 
rific majesty, and overpowering grandeur of Niagara; 
but you will be conscious of feelings quite as gracious 
and pleasurable. Here you will see a river of 
considerable magnitude, gathered into a comparatively 
narrow channel, moving on under a placid surface 
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toward a cataract of two hundred and forty-six feet 
perpendicular ! Be cautious. 

** Swift slirinking back, 
I check my steps, and view the broken scene. 
Smooth to the shelving banks a copious flood 
Kolls fair, and placid : where collected all, 
In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
It thundering shoots, and shakes the country round. 
At first an azure sheet, it rushes broad : 
Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls, 
And from the loud resounding rocks below 
Dash'd in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft 
A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower. 
Nor can the tortured waves here find repose ; 
But raging still amid the shaggy rocks. 
Now flashing o'er the scattered fragments, now 
Aslant the hollow'd channel rapid darts ; 
And falling fast from gradual slope to slope. 
With wild infracted course, and lessened roar, 
It gains a safer bed," 

and steals away into the hosom of the majestic St. 
Lawrence. I know you love the grand and heautiful 
in nature, and I am sure you will retire from it saying 
with your friend, — 

" My fuU heart expanded, grew warm, and adored." 

It is not likely you will visit Quebec in the winter ; 
but if you should, Montmorency is even then more 
grand than at this season of the year. You can then 
walk on the ice below the falls, very close to the 
descending mass of waters. Then it is, you may see 
it with an accompaniment, which it never has in the 
summer; an immense ice-cone, formed by the spray, 
one or two hundred feet in circumference, standing 
in the centre of the bason, and ascending as if to 
overlook the surface of the river above the falls. I 
thought it a grand sight, when I was here in the 
winter of 1835. 

If you ascend the river a short distance, you will 
light upon a place well worth seeing — " The Natural 

1^ 
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Steps." These are formed on a large scale, by succes- 
sive layers of shelving rocks, and modified into a great 
variety of figures by the action of the waters in times 
of heavy freshets. Here, in company with a gentle- 
man from the city, I spent an hour very agreeably ; 
and kneeling upon one of the steps, we had a most 
delightful time in prayer. 

The celebrated plains of Abraham must not escape 
your attention. These lie south and west of the city. 
Here the famous battle was fought between the 
English, under General Wolfe, and the French, 
commanded by General Montcalm, September 13th, 
1759. A broken column of black marble, marks the 
place where the English commander died. It bears 
this inscription : — 

"Here died Wolfe victorions." 

Quebec was then surrendered to the English, who 
have held peaceable possession of it since, with the 
exception of an ineffectual efifort during the first war 
between England and the United States. Here your 
General Montgomery was killed in a desperate strug- 
gle to scale the walls. The place where he fell was 
pointed out to me, below Prescott Gate. Any intelli- 
gent person can show you the place where the 
English army ascended from the brink of the St. Law- 
rence on the night previous to the battle. All visitors 
stand amazed when they look at this precipice, not 
less than two hundred feet high from the river, and re- 
flect that the cannon, and munitions of war, necessary 
for a great battle, were dragged up these steeps in one 
short night, almost in the very teeth of an enemy, 
and that these wearied soldiers should have gained a 
complete victory the next day, over a vigorous and 
powerful army. 

Quebec is built upon a lofty promontory, formed 
by the St. Lawrence and river St. Charles. The 
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city looks best from the river St. Lawrence. You are 
aware this is the only regularly fortified city on the 
continent of America. The walls are nearly three 
miles in circuit ; of great thickness, from twenty to 
thirty feet high, surrounded by deep ditches, of 
great width, and surmounted by batteries at regu- 
lar distances. Every where outside the walls, the 
cannon, like large black dogs, are peeping from 
their threatening ramparts. The city is entered 
by four or five massive gates, of plain architecture. 
The citadel crowns the whole. It is built upon the 
highest part of the promontory, called Cape Diamond, 
and is considered impregnable. The walls are forty 
feet thick, with a ditch fifty feet wide. The whole 
includes between five and six acres. There it stands 
in dark magnificence, its lofty ramparts frowning 
down upon the river and lower town, from the dizzy 
height of four hundred feet! It has been well 
called " the Gibraltar of America ! " 

Time will not allow me to describe the buildings, 
some of which are elegant in design, and generally 
built of stone. A few days before I left, I visited 
the Marine Hospital, an excellent institution and 
well-ordered. The situation, however, is too low. I 
found therein one hundred and fifty patients, belong- 
ing to difierent nations; one dear sailor boy, fourteen 
years of age, deeply affected me : — in the dead hour 
of the night, in the Gulf of St. Lawrence, he had 
been ordered aloft, and missing his hold, he fell from 
the rigging of a large ship, struck on the deck, and 
fractured his thigh in three places ; poor boy, how I 
did feel for him. Lock-jaw had commenced, but he 
was able to speak a little ; he was quite sensible, and 
very intelligent. His little heart was drawn out in 
prayer for mercy, while I was pouring out my soul to 
God for him. He told me he was bom in England; 
that his parents lived there, and that he had had a 
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religious education. His lips the next day were 
closed for ever, and he obtained a lonely grave on a 
foreign shore, without a relation to drop a tear over 
his little coffin, or to raise a stone to his memory. 

I am sorry I did not learn his name, as I may 
possibly visit the place where his parents reside. It 
would be a great comfort for them to know, that their 
lovely child died praying to the God of his fathers; 
and that strangers were kind to him — ^that his tears 
were not unnoticed, nor his dying groans unheeded ; 
that the sympathies of heaven and earth enchrcled 
him — ^that while angel bands were conveying his won- 
dering soul to heaven, stranger-hands were decently 
attiring his unconscious body for the grave in which 
they laid him. In imagination I hear a weeping 
sister saying, in the bitterness of her grief: — 

" O had his native vale been made 

The cradle of his dreamless rest ! 

******* 

It were a moumfdl pleasure then, 
To deck the turf that wrapt his clay, 

And frequent turn from busy men, 
To ponder where the slumberer lay. 

And when the spring woke song and joy. 
And beauty breathed the happy air, 

'Twere dear to lure its breath to toy. 
With earliest flowerets blooming there. 

At twilight, thither stroll to spend. 
Blest moments to his memory given, 

How might the prayerful heart ascend, 
Like &eir own fragrance sweet to heaven. 

Tet, Brother, though thy childhood's home. 
Holds not the treasure of thy dust, 

Who bade the wanderer cease to roam, 
Will love to gaaxd the sacred dust" 

I know you will excuse this digression ; you have a 
far-away brother, who may probably leave his dust 
as a sacred deposit on some distant shore; then the 
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above lines may become precious to you. Ah, how 
little parents know what is to be the destiny of those 
little ones, who are the joy of their eyes and the 
delight of their hearts. 

A few days before I sailed from Quebec, I crossed 
the river to Point Levy, and spent a few hours veiy 
pleasantly with Mr. Johnson. We had a charming 
ride in his carriage. The scenery is very beautiful, 
and the harbour, shipping, city, citadel, and adjoining 
country are seen to great advantage from that side of 
the river. We visited a party of Indians who were 
encamped on the sand by the side of the St. Law- 
rence ; some of whom we found busily employed in 
making very nice baskets of the bark of trees. One 
old squaw was asleep by the side of her husband, 
while he was engaged in preparing materials ; another 
aged Indian was slumbering by Uie door of his wig- 
wam. They received us kindly, and were quite wil- 
ling to talk about the Great Spirit. A child lay 
stretched on the burning sand, panting under the 
intense heat of a scorching sun. We enquired why 
they permitted the child to sleep there. They 
replied, " it is sick." Perhaps their Indian medicine 
required such an exposure. Their wigwams were 
mside of the bark of trees, and altogether there was 
the appearance of much poverty and degradation. 

As the heavens became suddenly darkened with 
clouds, we hurried back, but had to quicken our pace, 
as the big drops of the coming deluge began to 
thicken around us. No sooner had we got into the 
house, than the storm came down in fury. I had 
now an opportunity of seeing, for the first time, a 
Canadian Uiunder storm. Nature, from a perfect 
calm, was thrown into a tremendous uproar. Tempest 
rolled on tempest. The clouds, in black sheets, 
seemed fljdng to either pole. The bursts of thunder 
were appalling. Waves of fire rolled across the sky. 
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The peals succeeded each other with fearful rapidity* 
The earth trembled. The heavens resembled the 
ocean in a storm, — ^billow rolling on billow, broken 
here and there into fragments of fire. Although we 
could say — 

" This awfiil God is onrs, 
Our Father and our love." 

Yet it required a full conviction of God, as reconciled 
in Christ, to keep our minds calm amidst these con- 
tending elements. We were in a state of mind fully 
to appreciate the sentiments of one who said. *' What 
speaks the thunder in its cry through heaven's 
clouded palaces ? — There is one God. And when 
the fierce tempest has lifted the billows to mingle 
with the tumult of the heavens, what voice is it that 
rises higher than their loudest outcry ? — There is one 
God. What is the voice of those tall pine trees, and 
time-defying oaks, royally waving their hands on 
high, as they battle with the tempest, till the hurri- 
cane bends them to sweep the ground they have so 
long shadowed ? — There is one God. Is not heaven's 
artillery ringing it through the air, while the red 
lightnings are writing it on the troubled sky in letters 
of flame ; — there is one God ?" We all said in our 
hearts, '' there is one God." We did indeed stand 
in awe of him as a God of majesty and power, but 
we thought of Jesus Christ, and saw there the majesty 
of love. This we could not doubt. Jesus was 
precious, very precious. But had not the character 
of God been unfolded in Christ Jesus our Lord, who 
took upon him our nature, and by his miracles, invi- 
tations, and tears ; — ^his life, his sufferings, and his 
death, proclaimed what otherwise we never could have 
known — the love of God to us men, and for us sin- 
ners : we might have indeed believed in his exis- 
tence, but we should have trembled before his 
dreadful presence, and been terrified by the manifested 
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power of the invisible God. At the end of an hour, 
the storm came to a crisis, the raging winds subsided, 
and the electric iires were extinguished with torrents 
of rain. 

Soon after the rain ceased and we had a calm and 
beautiful evening. A few friends put me across the 
harbour in a sail boat. As we glided over slowly, 
the citadel and city, with the immense forest of ship- 
ping, appeared to great advantage. I went straight 
to the chapel, and entered into a gracious prayer 
meeting. The Lord was present, and several poor 
sinners were converted to God. Returning home, 
my soul was very happy, musing most feelingly on 
the language of one of our poets, — 

" How sweet at such a time as this to moralize, 
And think how soon the storm of life 
Shall pass, and leave this frail and earth-bom 
Part, to seek a shelter in the grave's sweet 
Solitude ; and this imprisoned spirit 
Thus set free ; — To plume her wings, and 
Soar aloft, to gaze upon the universe, and 
When her circuitfs done, to fold her weary 
Wings fast by the foot of God's eternal throne." 

You will be pleased to know that in my voyage 
to this city, I had the agreeable company of two 
Wesleyan clergymen from Quebec, the Rev. Matthew 
Richey, A. M. and the Rev. Ephraim Evans, mis- 
sionaries from Upper Canada, on their way to 
England. The particulars of this voyage I must 
defer to another time : but, before I conclude, I 
ought to state the reason why I am not now on the 
broad Atlantic, as silence on this point might create 
in you some uneasiness. When I arrived in this 
city, the Columbia steam ship was alongside the 
quay with her full compliment of passengers. 

We went aboard, and found the crew clearing out 
the forecastle for the convenience of additional pas- 
sengers. The agent offered us our passage for one 
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hundred dollars each, instead of one hundred and 
twenty-five. I considered the matter over, and 
knowing that I should suffer enough hy sea-sickness 
in the best part of the ship, I recoiled from the pros- 
pect of an augmentation of it in such accommodations; 
so I refused to proceed, saying I would wait two 
weeks for the next steamer. My clerical friends said 
they could not do so, as they had business of impor- 
tance at the English Conference. It was quite easy 
to see from our looks that we had learned a lesson 
now, which ought to have been known weeks before ; 
that we should have either sailed from Boston, or 
have had our berths engaged there, if we intended to 
go aboard at Halifax. Although several hundreds 
of miles nearer England than at Boston, they de- 
manded the same fare for passage. 

The vessel is gone, and here I am in a strange 
city. My soul is very happy in God. Sweet peace 
and a glow of divine love reign throughout my soul. 
Glory be to God in the highest. 

'* Within his circling power I stand, 
On every side I find his hand, 
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad, 
I am surroonded still with God." 

I shall write to you again in a few days. As ever, 
yours in Jesus. j q 



LETTER XII. 

Halifax, Nova Scotia, July 13, 1841. 

My dear Friend, 

I intimated in my last, that you might expect in a 
future letter, an account of my voyage to Nova Scotia. 
On the 29th of June, about noon, I bade adieu to 
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Quebec. During my stay there, I preached nineteen 
sermons, and delivered two temperance lectures. 
About twenty persons were converted to God. A 
large number of kind friends accompanied me to the 
steamer, each vying with the other in manifestations 
of christian love. My heart was deeply affected. 
Many were the tokens of their friendship. 1 thought 
of Acts xxviii. 10. It was so in this case. Not that 
I needed anything; their kindness last winter, to- 
gether with that of the Montreal friends, had antici- 
pated my wants for some time to come. It seems, 
however, they were not yet satisfied. A few moments 
before the Unicom started from the dock, a person 
came aboard and put a letter into my hand, and went 
ashore. My tearful eyes were fixed upon my precious 
friends on the wharfs as long as I could see them. 
It is impossible to express my feelings. I restrained 
them as long as I could, but when Quebec and those 
I loved had disappeared ***** 
after my emotions were subsided, I opened the 
letter, and lo, a check on a bank in London, for more 
than sufficient to pay my entire expenses from Quebec 
to England. The accompanying letter informed me 
that the gift had originated with a few ladies — fol- 
lowers of our Lord Jesus Christ. I cannot withhold 
from you a copy of a note which I found folded in 
the check. It is from a precious servant of Christ, — 
one who is an honour to her sex, and an ornament to 
the church of God in that city. Her kind husband 
and herself have ever shown toward me the affection of 
parents ; and, in all my visits to Quebec, their hospi- 
table house has been my happy home. May the Holy 
Ghost ever bless them and liieir interesting family. 

*' Dear Brother Caughey, 

" This is but a small mark of our regard for your- 
self, and love for our adorable Jesus. May God 



LETTERS. 78 

add his richest blessing. Perhaps in some leisure 
moment you may find time to look at this list^ and 
here you will see the names of those whose hearts 
the love of Jesus has moulded to beat in unison with 
your own, and who feel a sweet confidence, that if we 
meet no more on earth, we shall meet around the 
eternal throne. 

" Your obliged and attached sister in Christ, 
" MARY m'leod." 

Our beautiful steamer dashed down the St. Law- 
rence in noble style. The ministers I mentioned in 
my last, were most agreeable companions. We had 
indeed, 

" The feast of reason and the flow of soul." 
As our vessel flew along the waters with her white 
canvass lyings filled with the propitious breeze, that 
delightful verse rolled many times over my mind with 
the greatest sweetness, — 

" Press forward, press forward, 
The prize is in view ; 
A crown of bright glory, 
Is waiting for you." 

Thirty-four hours brought us to Gaspe, four hundred 
miles firom Quebec. On the evening of the SOth of 
June, Mr. Richey preached us an excellent sermon. 
We had about thirty passengers aboard, and they 
were very attentive to the word. 

The St. Lawrence is a beautiful river. From the 
east end of Lake Ontario to the Gulf of St. Lawrence 
in the Atlantic, is seven hundred miles, which is con- 
sidered, I believe, the length of this river; but the 
whole extent of water communication by the great 
lakes and this river, cannot be less than two thousand 
miles. Besides, it is not only the outlet to that great 
chain of western lakes I have referred to, it also re- 
ceives the waters of Lake Champlain, the Ottawa, or 
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Grand River^ and a great variety of tributary streams. 
The scenery from Quebec to Gaspe is as diversified 
and picturesque as you could well imagine. From 
Quebec, one hundred miles, we had almost a con- 
tinuous chain of little Canadian houses, with here 
and there a small village, and the spire of the church, 
" pointing, like a silent finger into heaven." When 
these are past, all is one vast scene of desolation. 
Forests, rocks, precipices, and mountains arise in 
awful and singular profusion. On approaching the 
Gulf, the grandeur and exceeding boldness of the 
widely separated shores, are quite befitting the mouth 
of such a mighty river. The scene must be appalling 
in the depth of winter. We found ourselves in the 
Gulf on the morning of July the 1st, and were out 
of sight of land during several hours. The weather 
was very fine, and scarcely a ripple ruffled that vast 
expanse of waters. What a contrast between its then 
placid and silvery bosom, and the terrific uproar 
observable here late in the autumn or early in the 
spring. 

Many a fine vessel has been engulphed here, and 
the bones of vast multitudes line the shores of this 
dangerous region. Only a few weeks since, the brig 
Minstrel, Captain Outerbridge, struck a dangerous 
reef in a heavy sea, went down, and nearly all on 
board perished. The vessel sailed from Limerick, 
Ireland, last April, with one hundred and forty-one 
passengers — emigrants intending to settle in Canada. 
It seems they had a tolerable passage ; but when full 
of joy at hailing the land of their destination, and 
supposing all their hazards and hardships were over, 
in a moment the full cup of misery was placed in 
their hands, nor was it long ere they drank it to the 
very dregs. At four o clock in the morning, the vessel 
struck on the reef. The boats were launched, and 
made fast to the fore chains ; upwards of one hundred 
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passengers embarked in them^ but their doom was 
quickly sealed; the brig '* heeled off" into deep water, 
and went down stem foremost, and so suddenly, that 
the painters of the boats could not be cast off, and 
they followed to the bottom. Out of upwards of one 
hundred and fifty souls, only eight remained to tell 
the sad tale. These eight had got in the gig, which 
was towing astern ; providentiaBy, the rope which 
attached it to the vessel broke, when she went down, 
and they escaped from the yawning whirlpool. 

I thought of the terrific description of the poet; for 
I believe it was literally verified, — 

*' She g^ve a heel, and then a lurch to port, 
And going down head foremost — sunk, in short 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell, 

Then shrieked the timid, and stood still Ihe hrave, 

Then some leaped overhoard with dreadful yell, 
As eager to anticipate their grave : 

And the sea yawned around her like a hell, 

And down she sucked with her the whirling wave. 

Like one who grapples with his enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 

And first one universal shriek there rushed. 
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash 

Of echoing thunder ; and then all was hushed, 
Save the wild wind, and the remorseless dash 

Of billows ; but at intervals there gushed, 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek, the huhhling cry 

Of some strong swimmer in Us agony." 

But ah ! their souls. What became of their souls P 
How sudden the transition from time to eternity. 
So many accoimtable beings forced, prepared or not, 
into the presence of the Judge of all. The Captain, 
poor fellow, behaved most gallantly during the awful 
scene ; declaring that he would not leave the vessel 
till all his passengers were saved, and he perished 
with the rest. 
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There was another event happened farther up the 
river last November, which I used to great advantage 
at Quebec, in a temperance meeting. Two of Her 
Britannic Majesty's soldiers went aboard a vessel on 
business; one of them took with him a bottle of 
liquor ; they got drunk, quarrelled, and seizing each 
other in mortal conflict, they carried their vengeance 
even unto the death. A gentleman came on deck, 
just as they went overboard ; — they continued their 
murderous grapple in the water, till they went down 
to rise no more alive. But the matter did not end 
here ; the man who let that soldier have the liquor, 
had a little harbour near his house, where he kept a 
small boat. One morning, a few weeks after the 
event, on going down to his boat, lo ! the victim of 
his rum — ^the corpse of that unfortunate soldier, lay 
beside' his boat It had floated seven miles from 
where the catastrophe happened. A physician told 
me, the effects upon the man were awful. But to 
return to our voyage in the Gulf, I felt grateful to 
God for the calm; not on account of our safety merely, 
but I did not want to have a foretaste of my sea- 
sickness, before I had it in good earnest on the 
Atlantic. The passengers were in fine spirits ; but at 
the dinner table, some appeared to think that such 
spirits could not last long, unless recruited by the 
spirits beneath the cork. Your friend being of quite 
a different opinion, was drawn into a temperance 
debate. The bottles, of course anti-temperance cha- 
racters, were powerful advocates on the other side. 
After we had been contending some time, a gen- 
tleman from St. Johns, New Brunswick, observing a 
bloated son of the cups, deliberately depriving the 
corks of all authority, and liberating most freely, for a 
moment, the spirits imprisoned there ; then incar- 
cerating them in as hopeless and objectionable a 
prison as ever poor alcohol had the misfortune 

G 
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to fall into, whispered in my ear; "how horri- 
hle a thing it is to see a man make such a steam 
engine of his stomach." This brought him out, and 
a few strokes like the following, put an end to the 
debate. '' I have been to Montreal, and also Quebec. 
My business to these cities has called me frequently 
to the cab depots. When looking among them for a 
suitable conveyance, I saw poor horses whose hides 
presented a very wide contrast, when compared with 
others. In a short time, I could always tell what 
horse belonged to a temperance man, and what to an 
opposite character. When I saw a good looking 
horse, and in excellent order, I concluded, that be- 
longs to a teetotaler, and when I saw a poor animal 
that the crows might be ready to fiedl upon, I ex- 
claimed, the owner of this takes the oats himself; 
and nothing that occurred afterwards, convinced me 
I had come to an erroneous conclusion." We had 
only been a few hours out of sight of land, when we 
hailed Prince Edward's Island, and the Island of Cape 
Breton. The latter island is separated from Nova 
Scotia, by an arm of the sea called the Gut of Canso. 
Both islands belong to Great Britain. 

As we neared land. Prince Edward's Island looked 
exceedingly beautiful. And now I saw, what I had 
long desired to see, that strange optical illusion — " the 
mirage." It is formed by a state of the atmosphere 
so highly transparent, that objects beneath are re- 
flected as in a mirror. Prince Edward's Island 
seemed like a scene of enchantment, or some fairy 
land. The shores arose in bold and lofry grandeur, 
twice their natural height. Every object more than 
doubled its size. The little white houses along the 
shores, were transformed into high towers, and some 
of them looked like splendid waterfalls, equal to 
Montmorency or Niagara. The whole was a com- 
plete illusion. About ten miles eastward, there was 
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aiK)ther on a parallel with the sun. It was formed 
hy the action of the sun's rays upon the water ; the 
atmosphere heing at the same time in a state of 
peculiar transparency. This was entirely a water 
illusion. The little waves appeared like a swamp of 
tall reeds, and again like an immenae abeei of water 
falling over the side of a dam. Prince Edward's 
Island, I understand, contains a population of eighty 
thousand souls. Cape Breton was first discovered hy 
the French, and called by them. Lisle Royale. It 
contains a population of thirty thousand, and sends 
two members to the Provincial Assembly of Nova 
Scotia. The island, as I said before, belongs to 
England, and her naval power in possession of it, 
easily commands the whole St. Lawrence. Here are 
to be found the remains of the once flourishing and 
strongly fortified city of Louisburgh. It was built 
by the French, and received its name from the then 
reigning monarch of France, Louis. The circumfe- 
rence of the city was two and a half miles. About 
eighty years ago, the French garrison therein were 
compelled to surrender to the English, after an obsti- 
nate and bloody siege. Nearly six thousand men of 
the garrison laid down their arms, and were sent as 
prisoners of war to England; and more than four 
thousand of the inhabitants resigned their aims also. 
About two hundred and thirty-one pieces of cannon 
fell into the hands of the British. In consequence of 
the great natural advantages of this city, being, as it 
were, the key to the whole of the St. Lawrence, and 
fearing it might become a bone of contention, and by 
some of the chances of war, against which no wisdom 
can efifectually provide, again fall into the hands 
of the French, it was destroyed, and the whole fortifica- 
tions blown into fragments. I was informed that since 
then the whole has remained a scene of desolation. 
No one has yet attempted to put one stone on the 

g2 
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top of another. Although it has a heautiful harhour, 
and no prohibition to settle and build a village on the 
site of the old city, yet nobody builds there. Nothing 
but the green mounds remain to tell where 

** The Qneen of the lalands 
In migesty stood.** 

A fatality appears to hang over the place, for which 
none seem able to account. We cast anchor in the 
harbour of Pictou, about dark. It is a spacious basin 
formed by an arm of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, three 
miles from its mouth. The small boats were launched, 
and after some difficulty with our baggage, we were 
set safely on shore. We made the voyage from 
Quebec to Pictou, six hundred and fifty miles, in 
fifty-seven hours. I was up next morning in good 
time, in order to get a view of the town. It has 
several churches, a court house, and an academy. 
Population, eighteen thousand souls. Timber, coal, 
oil, and fish, form the principal articles of trade. 
The town is pleasantly situated. I understand there 
is a high probabili^ Uiat it will yet be the great em- 
porium of the Gvlu The harbour is often frozen in 
the winter. The coaches were ready by noon, and 
after bargaining as we could with men, who seemed 
determined to make the most of us, we started for 
Halifax. The sky had a very threatening aspect, 
and the inside being quite full, I was compelled to 
take my seat with the coachman, which, however, af- 
forded me the advantage of seeing the country. 
Shortly the clouds dispersed, and we had a lovely 
day. As our rout lay many miles through an almost 
uninhabited desert, I expected miserable roads ; but, 
to my surprise, they were excellent— equal to any of 
your Macadamized roads in the U. S. 

Some parts of the country were very thinly settled ; 
others, a wilderness of trees and brushwood. There 
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was nothing through our whole journey across Nova 
Scotia, looked so dreary to me as the desolate and 
abandoned hovels of the new settlers. These mourn- 
ful objects meet the eye in different directions, and 
fill the mind with a variety of melancholy sensations. 
Ah ! there is a spot that pleased the inexperienced 
eye of a poor exile. There he built his hut of rough 
logs, and thither he conducted the partner of his joys 
and sorrows, with the little ones. Yonder, with his 
brawny arm, he felled the lofty trees, and opened a 
path for the sunshine to the long neglected bosom of 
the earth. Here was his first cleared field, still full 
of black stumps; the marks of the spade and the 
plough, with the appearance of a scanty harvest are 
still visible. But the winter came upon him; and 
the produce of his two small fields, which he had 
stored so carefully in a comer of his log house, was 
exhausted before the long and severe winter was over. 
He had no money to buy provisions, nor could he 
and his family by any means subsist till a coming 
harvest. A council was held, and he and his wife, 
with weeping eyes, bade farewell to their home in 
the wilderness, and they never had courage to make 
a second trial of the unkind soiL 

We travelled all night, and as morning opened 
upon us, the country greatly improved, and continued 
to do so to Halifax, where we arrived on the drd 
instant, in the afternoon. 

As I related the cause of my detention in my last, 
I need not repeat it here. The Columbia sailed the 
evening I arrived. As soon as the Wesleyan minis- 
ters knew I was in town, they shewed me every mark 
of kindness and respect H ere I met my old acquaint- 
ance, the Rev. William Crosscombe, who is superin- 
tendent of the Halifax circuit. He and his excellent 
wife were glad to see me. I found them both as 
ardent in the cause of Christ, and as deeply devoted 
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to God as when I parted with them in 1835 at 
Montreal. Mr. C. introduced me to his colleague, 
the Rev. Charles De Wolfe. We had not been long 
together before I found in him a kindred spirit. We 
have had some delightful rides over the peninsula, 
and have taken the sweetest council on the' things of 
God. He is a most intelligent person, and possesses 
talents, which will, I have no doubt, enable him, if 
spared, to take the first rank among the able ministers 
of the New Testament. 

A home was provided for me at the house of Mr. 
Billings, a merchant of the city. He, with his two 
daughters, had just sailed for England ; but Mrs. B. 
notwithstanding all her cares in the absence of her 
husband, seemed delighted to show me every kindness 
that hospitality could devise : dear woman, she was 
greatly troubled at a little incident which I know will 
amuse you. Mrs. B. was inquired of whether she 
could accommodate a stranger for a few days at her 
house : her mind being troubled about the departure 
of her husband and daughters for England, and worn 
down with the fatigue of getting them in readiness, she 
shrank from any additional trouble ; so casting a glance 
at the stranger, who, by the way, was far from pre- 
senting a tidy appearance, being in his travelling 
dress, unshaven, and covered with the dust of a long 
journey, she gave a positive refusal ; and, indeed, I 
could not blame her. This was Saturday, and I 
obtained lodgings elsewhere. 

Next day she was in her place in the house of God, 
and hearing your friend in one of his happiest hours 
unfolding the wonders of redemption; she became 
.sorely troubled, exclaiming to herself, " Oh! what is 
this that I have done P I have turned away from my 
house a servant of God — I have turned away from my 
door a minister of Jesus Christ" The following 
morning she applied to Mr. Crosscombe, and insisted 



LETTERS. 87 

I should make her house my home. I did so^ and m 
her I found a mother indeed. 

I am now preaching every night to good congrega- 
tions. A few have been converted to God. Will you 
believe me, if I tell you that I visited the Theatre 
while in Quebec. — The Theatre Royal ! — ^And, that 
I was on the stage^ and took part in what was going 
on. That I had authority to order the necessary 
scenery ; the theatre filled ; and that I received 
great applause for my performances. Well, so it 
was ! But it was at a temperance meeting. I chose 
a dark prison scene for the drapery behind the stage ! 
and brought forward two prisoners to be tried before 
a judge and his jury. The names of the prisoners 
were the Devil and Alcohol. The chairman was the 
judge, and all who had not signed the total abstinence 
pledge, were the jury ; and the verdict against alco- 
hol was to be given by the act of signing the pledge. 
On commencing my address, I told them it was 
proper, before I preferred my charges against the 
prisoners, or called forth my witnesses, to apprize 
them, that I never had had the honour of being a 
lawyer, nor had I ever had a lawsuit with man, woman, 
or child, all the days of my life; and, therefore, that 
they must not expect me to adorn my speech with 
legal phrases, nor cramp myself with the technicali- 
ties of that profession. We had a stirring time, and 
a noble verdict against alcohol. 

At the close of the meeting, Mr. Booth, of whom 
I think you heard me speak when in * * * * *, and 
who is the father of the temperance society in Quebec, 
came forward on the stage, and taking from his breast 
his own splendid medsd, presented it to me, with a 
very neat speech, in the midst of tremendous applause. 
I arose, and returned thanks to Mr. B., and acknow- 
ledged the kindness of the audience, as well as I was 
capable ; but really, I had no command of my feel- 
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ings^ the thing was so unexpected^ and so unmerited^ 
that it almost unmaned me. — ^As ever, &c. &c. 

J. C. 
P. S. Please present my love to Mr. * * * and tell 
him he makes out a plausihle case, hut it is far from 
being sound ; and closer consideration will lead him 
to greatly qualify, or abandon the sentiment, "that 
a sinner is not so much endangered who does not 
commit many sins, although entangled and overcome 
by one** I wish he would remember the saying of a 
good man upon the same subject — " If a bird be en- 
snared by one leg, it is as surely the prey of the 
fowler, as if it, were seized by both wings!** A 
minister, now with God, used to say, ** some with a 
full career, throw themselves headlong into hell ; 
others go slowly, step, by step, but certainly drop 
into it." But I woidd add another, from a higher 
source, digest it as he may : — " For whosoever shall 
keep the whole law, and yet offend in one point, he 
is guilty of all." — James, ii. 10. If in view of these 
self-evident facts, he can make out his state to be a 
safe one, his conscience is seared with a hoter iron 
than I thought it was. 



LETTER XIII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Halifax, Nova Scotia, July \Sth, 1841. 

My dear Friend, 

In a former letter I informed you that I entered 
this city on the drd instant ; since then, I have spent 
several hours of each day in walking through the town, 
as well as in rambling around the environs. The 
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city is built upon a peninsula, formed by the old 
Cbebucto harbour on one side, and by a sheet of 
water on the other, called the North- West Arm. The 
latter is an outlet to the ocean, which extends in llie 
rear of the town, about three miles, reaching to within 
a mile and a half of Bedford Basin. Here the isth- 
mus is formed north of the city. The peninsula 
contains about three thousand acres, two hundred and 
forty of which is reserved for a common. The city 
is built upon the declivity of a hill, which rises two 
hundred and fifty-two feet above the level of the sea, 
on the west side of the harbour. It is crowned with an 
unfinished citadel, upon which a telegraph is erected. 
Hundreds of men are now employed by the British 
government to complete it. It has already a very 
imposing appearance, and is intended to be a fortress 
of great strength ; though, I should think, inferior to 
Quebec. Halifax looks well from the village of 
Dartmouth, on the east side of the harbour; but 
when the harbour is crossed, and the town subjected 
to a pedestrian survey, 

" What a falling off is there ! " 
so true is the sentiment of another poet, — 
" 'Tis distance lends enchantment to the scene." 

The houses are mostly built of wood ; I presume 
there are not sixty brick or stone buildings in the 
place. These wooden houses are deformed by a 
sooty kind of wash, or paint, which gives them a most 
gloomy and dirty appearance. It is entirely unlike 
any American city I have ever seen. There are, 
however, a few buildings exceedingly neat, and bright- 
ly and tastefully painted; but they only serve to tliow 
the others into more murky and gloomy relief. The 
city is about two miles long, and half a mile in width. 
There are eight streets running north and south, 
intersected by fifteen in the contrary direction. I 
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have been informed there are about eighty three 
public buildings ; two of these are Methodist chapels, 
one of which is a very respectable building, with a 
fine organ. The Catholic church is the most elegant 
in the city. The English cathedral is a shabby old 
wooden building ; but it is well-adorned inside, with 
monuments, principally to the memory of British 
officers who have died on this station. The Province 
House ranks among the most splendid buildings I 
have seen of the kind : it is built of brown free stone ; 
one hundred and forty feet by seventy, and forty-two 
feet in height. Everything here combines in such 
admirable proportion, as to harmonize with the idea 
of a piece of faultless architecture. I visited the in- 
terior, but saw little to admire, except the House of 
Conunons, and the Council Chamber. The latter 
is adorned with some fine paintings of several of the 
ancient members of the Roy^l Family of England. 

The harbour of Halifax is thought to be one of 
the best in America. One thousand ships may be 
anchored therein with perfect safety, during all sea- 
sons of the year. It extends noith and south about 
sixteen miles, and terminates in a beautiful sheet of 
water, called Bedford Basin, which contains ten 
square miles of safe anchorage. The ornaments and 
defence of the harbour are, — First, the Citadel; — 
Second, George's Island, about a quarter of a mile 
firom the town, upon which is a strong fortification. 
This Island is small, but a most valuable defence. — 
Third, M'Nab*s Island, three miles long and half a 
mile broad. Near this is the Sambro Island. Forti- 
fications frown from difierent points of these islands. 
A light-house and round-tower stand at the outlet to 
the ocean, about three and a half miles from the city. 
To these may be added, a tower and battery of fifteen 
cannons on the south side of the peninsula. 

A few days ago, in company with Mr. De Wolfe, 
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I visited the ruins of Prince William's lodge, (after- 
wards William IV. of England. ) It is situated about 
two and a half miles from the isthmus, on the western 
banks of Bedford Basin. Here, about thirty-five 
years ago, the young prince careered in all the dissi- 
pation which wealth and luxury could afibrd. The 
building has been rather elegant in its day, but, un- 
like the ancient castles of Europe, it is not likely long 
to perpetuate the memory of him whose name it bears. 
It is of wood ; but neglect, and the extreme rigour of 
the climate, have conspired to render it a complete 
wreck ; so much so, that it is dangerous to enter it. 
The front is much torn away ; this, and the hanging 
ceilings, tottering floors, and empty chambers, ex- 
posed to the gtoe of the visiter, render it an object of 
mournful desolation. 

We wandered over the grounds, once laid out in 
handsome walks, but now totally neglected, and over- 
grown with grass and weeds. Here and there we 
espied little summer-houses, painted white, and sur- 
rounded with 

" The leafy labyrinth of imbowering trees." 

But the fingers of desolation are busy upon these 
also, while human fingers have been writing epitaphs 
in a great variety of poetic fancies. Several of the 
verses penciUed upon the walls are not without merit ; 
principally on the vanity of earthly things ; all tend- 
ing to confirm that important sentiment, — 

" He builds too low, who builds beneath the skies." 

We had not time to copy any of them ; but after 
glancing at the circular wine-house, standing lonely, 
and decaying, upon a jutting promontory on the 
brink of the basin, we came away mournfully reflect- 
ing. — ^Here is the place where the prince revelled in 
all the luxuriance of English living ; but he has gone 



92 caughey's 

to the grave^ and a singular frown of desolation seems 
to hang over the scenes of his former pleasures. 

God has a good, — a lovely people in Halifax. Our 
meetings are delightful. There is a move among 
sinners, and one now and again converted to God. 
Here, as in most places, I met with a little prejudice 
against the adoption of extraordinary means for the 
revival of the work of God ; but I doubt not, could I 
remain here two or three months longer, all feeling 
of this kind would vanish, and we should have a warm 
and general co-operation from all who love Christ 
and the souls of men. But I cannot stay. To-mor- 
row, if God permit, I shall sail for England. If his 
providence conduct me safely over the great deep, 
you may expect to he^ of me from some part of that 
country. The other night, I gave a lecture on tem- 
perance. The audience was very large, and for a 
time appeared passionless, but when I got fairly into 
my subject, the cool-tempered Nova Scotians gave 
ample proof that they were capable of the highest 
excitement. Every man, woman, and child seemed 
resolved they would never drink another drop of in- 
toxicating liquor. Two dogs, which had followed 
their masters to the meeting, got full as much excited 
as any of the rationals, and gave their full-mouthed 
applause in their own way. So ^e had what Thomas 
describes so nervously, — 

" The clamour roars of men and boys and dogs." 

Success to the Nova Scotians. If they are not as 
hearty as they should be in religion, I am glad to see 
them at least whole-souled on the temperance subject. 
Perhaps the following anecdote may not be unac- 
ceptable. 

Previous to the above meeting, a committee of the 
city temperance society waited upon me, and with 
them they brought an old gentleman, who is a mem- 
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ber of our church and a warm advocate of temperance, 
to introduce them. In tiie course of the conversation, 
he said, " This morning, I was sitting in the barber's 
shop, and my large dog was waiting for me near the 
door. A man came in who is an habitual drunkard. 
He has made efforts several times at reformation, but 
has again and again fiedlen into his intemperate habits. 
This morning he was sober and thoughtful. I said 
to him. ' Do you see that dog ? * * Yes, I do,' said 
he, ' and a fine one he is too.' I then ordered the 
barber's boy to hand me an empty glass, and I held 
it toward the dog's mouth; but the poor animal 
sneaked away, wiSi his tail between his legs, as if he 
were ashamed, or was about to receive a severe chas- 
tisement. The poor fellow expressing some surprize, 
I asked him if he knew the reason why that dog 
sneaked away so. 'No sir, why does he that?* 
'Well friend, that dog was once made drunk, and 
ever since, if a glass is held out to him thus, he acts 
just so. This is a Newfoundland dog. Some years 
ago, some fishermen of that country made him drunk ; 
and such is his hatred, on that account, toward any of 
the craft, that if a fisherman or fii^erman's boy 
should hold out the glass to him, he would capsize 
him in a moment. He would bite him.' My hearer 
felt the reproof, and made his exit, not without re- 
ceiving a lesson which I trust may be made a lasting 



I remain, as ever, your most affectionate brother 
in Jesus Christ. 

J.C. 

P. S. In giving an accoimt of my own adventures, 
I had nearly forgotten a few words to ****** 
And what shall I say ? Perhaps the following, from 
a very old divine, may be useful to his disconsolate 
soul. " Unsubmissiveness to God's will, is the foun- 
tain of all man's woe : the quiet resignation of our 
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persons and portions to God*s pleasure^ is the only 
sleeping pill which can give rest to the soul. The 
best christian is he who can praise God for giving or 
for taking — who can thank God when he is at addi- 
tion, and also thank him when he is at subtraction — 
who can say of God as Bradford the martyr said of 
the Queen^ when asked whether he would petition the 
Queen for his life, said : — ' If the Queen will take 
away my life, I will thank her ; if she will banish me, 
I will thank her ; I will thank her if she bum me ; 
let her do with me how she pleaseth, I will thank 
her/ If we suffer with our will, we gain, by our 
sufferings a heavenly virtue for a worldly loss or 
cross ; we make a grace of judgment If we suffer 
against our will, we suffer nevertheless, and lose all 
benefit of our suffering." In the above, he shows 
the distmction between submission to the will of God, 
and impatience. Request him to read Rev. iii. 19. 
upon his knees. Farewell. 



LETTER XIV. 

Liverpool, England, July, 31, 1841. 

My dear Friend, 

On the 1 9th inst I went aboard the steamer 
Britannia, Captain Clelland, and sailed about seven 
p. M. I spent fifleen days in Halifax; preached 
eighteen sermons ; several sinners were converted to 
God ; and one class leader professed to have received 
the blessing of entire sanctification. I formed an 
acquaintance with some of the excellent of the earth 
in that city ; several of whom accompanied me to the 
ship. No sooner had we cleared the harbour than 
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I began to be sick. The Lord favoured us with fine 
weather till Saturday morning. That was a bleak 
morning to me. Nothing was to be seen but sky and 
water. Our ship was tossed about upon the angry 
waves like a feaUier. We could well believe the sen- 
timent of a poet, — 

'* The wave behind impels the wave before, 
The waves that rise would drown the highest hill.'* 

Now the vessel was lying across the deep trough of 
two foaming billows, and again hanging on the dread- 
ful steeps of a moimtain wave. Sometimes both 
wheels were out of the water ; at others, one wheel 
would be buried deep in the troubled sea, while the 
other was several feet from the surface. It was as- 
tonishing to see under what perfect command our 
engineer had the steam and machinery. The surgeon 
told me, the greatest caution and vigilance were re- 
quired to regulate the power in proportion to the dip 
of the wheels ; as error or neglect would, in a few 
moments, be attended with the most fatal conse- 
quences to the machinery. 

To lie in my berth, I could not ; to sit still, when 
out of it, was impossible ; so, with a few other deter- 
mined spirits, I clambered to the hurricane deck. 
Here we walked — or ran— or staggered— or sprawled, 
according to the force of circumstances ; and if some 
of these poor sinners had never read Psalm cvii. 
23 — 28, Uiey did at this time receive a most striking 
comment upon the passage. While some of us were 
battling with the tremendous motion, resolving to keep 
on our legs, iii spite of all the laws of gravitation, we 
amused ourselves with the reflection ; — " if the sea 
does not succeed in finding us pleasure, we are quite 
sure it affords us employment." 

I thought of the man, who, when asked what were 
the first principles, and principal parts of eloquence. 
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replied^ " Action ! Action ! Action ! " If so, the deck 
of a ship in a storm is the place to learn action. 
There is not a gesture peculiar to the eloquent orator, 
that he wiU not he forced to imitate, unless he 
cling to the hulwarks, with his head over the 
side, like some timid preachers I have seen, who 
seemed determined not to lose the pulpit, although 
they might their argument Head, and arms, and 
legs, and feet, are all in motion; sometimes, indeed, 
not the most graceful, as in '' the storm and passion 
of the soul," it is difficult to avoid " overstepping the 
modesty of nature ;" hut some are the most graceful 
imaginable. Nor should we forget the expression of 
the countenance at particular seasons, nor the eye in 
*' fine frenzy rolling ;" all indicative of the strongest 
emotions in the region of the heart. If a man have 
acquired an awkward method of walking, this is the 
place to get clear of it, for here he is put through all 
the varieties of gait poor human nature is capable of. 
If he choose to indidge in soliloquies ; and he will be 
much inclined to do so, he can relieve himself most 
pathetically without disturbing anybody ; as the most 
of those around him are as prone to the same indul- 
gence as himself; and the nimble winds will carry 
away his voice with the roar of the waves and rigging, 
he knows not whither. Here he is '* alone 'midst 
busy multitudes." 

And this is the spot to exercise the lungs and give 
compass to the voice. Only let our soi-disant 
orator have an audience of two or three, and resolve 
to be heard ; — if he succeed, he need never have any 
misgivings about making the most distant persons of 
thousands hear. I wondered that Demosthenes should 
have stood by the sea shore, to exercise himself in 
oratory, amidst the roar of the waves : had he only 
put out from the land, when the storm was abroad 
upon the deep, he might have studied at one and the 
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same time, gesture and elocution. The promenade, 
or what some call the hurricane deck, is the place to 
exercise one's judgment ; I mean during a gale. For 
instance, two or three dozen waves are coming on with 
the swiftness of race horses. Now, the question is, 
what part of the vessel will they strike first ? On 
the starboard or larboard ? The head or stem ? In 
what direction is it likely the groaning ship will 
lurch ? What degree of inclination, in Uie opposite 
direction, will be safest, and most necessary to neu- 
tralize these " eccentric laws of gravitation ?" Shall 
I incline to the north or soath, east or west ? At an 
angle of how many degrees P Quick ! alas ! I am 
fiat on the deck, or clinging to the bulwarks, holding 
on in desperation, while I am greatly at a loss 
whether to show my displeasure at the outrageous 
laughter of my more fortunate companions, or at the 
fickle ship and unsteady elements, or retreat at once 
from the scene of my humiliation. The wisest way, 
however, is to do neither. Every mishap of this 
kind must be taken in good part ; and it is generally 
thought no small mark of talent and good breeding, 
when a man can gather himself up without embarras- 
ment, and rejoin the company in a manner the most 
graceful and easy. I assure you, many have found 
it very difficult to avoid the indulgence of a secret 
wish, that the good ship would try an experiment 
upon some of the rest, especially the merry ones. 

Then, here a man may learn how to treat the 
world; and it is a fine opportunity. If many are 
walking to and fro, we must always be willing to go 
out of the straight Ihie of an hitended course, in order 
to avoid concussions with out fellow travellers. We 
must bear and forbear, live and let live, and join 
hands sometimes to keep a poor fellow on his feet. 
If a lurch of the vessel has sent a fellow-passenger 
adrift, so that he has lost all authority over his limbs, 
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do as you would be done by, catch him if you can, 
but if not without a violent collision, let him go, 

" To ran, or walk, or swing, or tumble, 
As matter and as motion jumble.'* 

This is the place to learn forbearance. If a friend 
crosses my path, and treats me to an upset, I must 
not get out of humour ; the enemies outside are to 
blame, and they dont care a farthing for our wrath. 
It is hard to feel quite right sometimes. For in- 
stance — ^a stupid fellow is gawking around, and not 
minding what he is about ; a sudden jerk, and away 
he comes like an avalanche, and, ^' at one fell swoop," 
you are level with the deck ; and if you keep your 
temper, you may reason with philosophic Iiocke — 
'^ If a greater force than mine, holds me fast, or 
tumbles me down, I am no longer free." And if you 
have the good fortune to get clear of the grappling 
limbs of your vulgar companion, and have the privi- 
lege of shifting for yourself, as you roll along, whether 
you will or not, you may experiment upon another 
plain principle of philosophy, laid down by a thinking 
man ; and if you are too busy in other matters, I am 
sure the spectators will think for you. "When a 
man tumbles a roller down a hill, the man is the 
violent enforcer of the first motion ; but when it is 
once tumbling, the property of the thing itself, con- 
tinues the motion." 

Well, the day passed away slowly. I am sure it 
was the most hle^k and tedious day of my existence ; 
a day never to be forgotton. But the motion outside, 
was nothing when compared with the " dread commo- 
tion of my interior self." Milton somewhere talks 
about 

" Prodigious motion felt, and rueful throes." 
I wonder if the poet was ever sea-sick. No one who 
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has ever felt this "prodigious motion," and these 
" rueful throes/' will ever wonder at the strong ex- 
pressions of another poet, — 

** Cease, cease, thou foaming ocean, 
For what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breast" 

As night approached, the wind lulled considerably, 
but strong necessity kept me on my feet till eleven 
o'clock. 

As I was pacing the deck with tolerable steadi- 
ness, a little man stepped up to me, and entered into 
conversation upon religious subjects. Perceiving 
that he loved to talk, and quite preferred to be the 
principal speaker, and not being much in the talking 
mood myself, his " ruling passion" had free scope. 
Finding me so teachable, he began to open his mind 
upon all subjects, which he thought a man of my age 
should have long since understood. The character 
of his mind assumed a mongrel complexion; part 
Quaker, and part Deist. War he abhorred, and all 
kinds of priestcraft ; and all priests were brimful of 
war and priestcraft — ^priests of every denomination. 
All denominations of christians were wrong; the 
Quakers were the nearest right, but somewhat astray 
also. I told him, I entertained a very high respect 
for pious clergymen of all denominations. This 
aroused him ; and he recapitulated his arguments, as 
he thought, in a most convincing manner. I then 
began to put the little man on the defensive, by pro- 
posing questions, and starting objections ; but care- 
fully avoided affirming any thing. For a time, as I 
still retained the character of a learner, he retained 
his good humour, but, finding, what I before sus- 
pected, that it was much easier to ask questiohs, 
than to answer them, he became Tery boisterous. 
His voice, not by any means pleasing, arose in 
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shrillness to a squeak ; so if one stonn had subsided, 
here was the beginning of another. It was very 
gratifying to him that I should be the humble 
pupiU but it became rather hazardous for the pupil 
to confound the tutor. The dilemma was sometimes 
most humiliating. After labouring hard upon some 
plain question, and that too, with the generous pro- 
lixity of one who said on another occasion — " I know 
your mind, and I will satisfy it ; neither will I do it 
like a niggardly answerer, going no further than the 
bounds of the question." Poor fellow, going beyond 
" the bounds of the question," involved him again in 
other questions, until he found himself in such a 
lab3ninth, that he lost all patience, and called me a 
"blockhead" — "a most ignorant man" — "exceed- 
ingly weak-minded" — " incapable of understanding 
or appreciating an argument," &c. I told him 
all that might be very true, but as I had placed 
myself in the capacity of a learner, he must not get 
out of humour with me, but have patience. Then, in 
great pity, he would again condescend to my weakness 
of intellect, and would try to make the thing appear 
as plain as A B C but this gave rise to other ob- 
jections, and he was driven to his wit*s end to explain, 
and defend some palpable contradictions. At last, 
he exclaimed, " You are either a knave or a fool." 
I replied in the height of good humour, " I do not 
feel greatly desirous of setting you right as to what I 
am, but I do assure you, your self-conceit, to say the 
least, has involved you most confoundedly in the fog ; 
so that I will venture to say, you dont know which 
point of the compass to steer for the rest of your ar- 
gument." But I was quite mistaken. After calling 
me some hard names, he steered for the stairway of 
the promenade deck, and disappeared, to the no 
small amusement of one or two passengers, who had 
kept close to our heels during the conversation. I 
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happened to be wrapt in my cloak that night, and 
concluded he would not know me in the day-time ; 
but he did, and was exceedingly shy for several days; 
but before our voyage was over, he became very 
sociable, but never once recurred to our first acquain- 
tance on the promenade deck. 

Another incident occurred one night, either before 
or after, I am not sure which. I was sitting in the 
saloon reading. A number of gentlemen had com- 
menced on my right hand, playing cards. I concluded 
not to retire, and continued reading. The author 
suggested a few thoughts, and as I was in the act of 
noting them down in my pocket book, one of the 
party turned round from his cards, and said, *' You 
are making extracts, eh ? " I answered yes, and 
turned his attention to the Ixxiii. Psalm. I told him 
there was great beauty and majesty in the whole 
Psahn, but the 16th, 17th, 18th, and 19th verses 
were very significant. " When I thought to know 
this, it was too painful for me ; until I went into the 
sanctuary of God; then understood I their end. 
Burely thou didst set them in slippery places : thou 
eastedst them down into destruction. How are they 
brought into desolation, as in a moment ! they are 
utterly consumed with terrors." It appears, sir, 
the Psalmist was pained, if not bewildered, on be- 
holding the prosperity, apparent happiness, and 
security of imgodly m^en. He had been viewing 
them from various points of observation, but never 
could find his mind other than in a state of confusion 
respecting them, till he took his position in the sanc- 
tuary of God. You know, sir, I continued, that 
landscape painters have to change their position often 
before they are satisfied as to the best and most 
commanding view of the scenery. One of these will 
wander up and down, from rock to rock, and from 
one jutting promontory to another, until he lights 
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upon a spot^ which^ above all others^ affords the most 
superior view. So it was with the Psalmist, when his 
post of observation was " the sanctuary of God," 
where he had a commanding view of eternity; 
heaven and hell were now spread before the eye of 
his faith : then it was, he saw the dreadful precipice, 
upon the slippery steeps of which, the sinners of his 
day were sporting ; and he exclaimed, in a way he 
nev.er could before, " Surely thou didst set them in 
slippery places : thou castedst them down into des- 
truction. How are they brought into desolation, as 
in a moment ! they are utterly consumed with ter- 
rors." The card player was very uneasy, and, as 
soon as I had closed my remarks, his head turned 
the other way, and he took good care not to ask me 
any more questions. He neither liked the position 
I occupied, nor was he satisfied with his own. Who 
knows but even this seed sown upon the waters of the 
broad Atlantic, may yet spring up, and bring forth 
fruit unto eternal life. 

But to return: — that stormy Saturday, and its 
night, passed away, as other days and nights have 
done, and a pleasant Sabbath succeeded. The cap- 
tain requested me to preach to the passengers ; which 
I did, about eleven o'clock, to as many as the large 
saloon would hold. — Text, Hebrews, vii. 25. All 
were very attentive ; God was there, and a very gra- 
cious influence seemed to rest upon every mind. I 
described Christ as the only acceptable medium of 
access to God. — "Come unto God by him." Two 
ways of approach unto God were then pointed out. 
First, to come unto God for pardon and salvation. 
Second, to wait till we are driven to be judged and 
damned. I insisted, that God and the sinner must 
meet in this world or the next. That the man who 
will not come unto God to be pardoned, must at 
last suffer the driving process. He must be driven 
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to God for judgment^ and from thence into hell. 
Again^ that it was just as possible to be damned in 
coming to God in a forbidden manner^ as in not com- 
ing at all ; and commented upon the xvi. chap, of 
Numbers. 

My second proposition was, the encouragement we 
have to come unto God by Christ. First, His ability 
to save, " He is able, &c." Second, His willingness ; 
'* He ever liveth to make intercession for us." An 
interceding Jesus, proves he is a willing Saviour. 
Third, The extent to which his ability and willing- 
ness can go to save us " to the uttermost." Con- 
cluded witib an exhortation. 

1 did not intend it, but I have scribbled away, till, 
lo ! you have the outline of my first sermon on the 
Atlantic. At the close of the service, the Captain in- 
vited me to preach to the crew, which I did after 
dinner. It was very sweet and solemn to hear the 
tolling of the ship's bell. Many of the passengers 
mingled with the sailors. The vessel rolled about, 
but I contrived to stand pretty firmly, while discussing 
Hebrews, xi. 7. Thus ended the feeble labours of 
another blessed Sabbath of my existence. 

On Monday, the waves ran very high, but I had 
become quite a sailor. Had some pleasant conversa- 
tions with several of the passengers, and spent part 
of the day in assisting a German to the right pro- 
nunciation of some English words, with which he had 
great difficulty. The tongue is an unruly member : 
when he succeeded in placing it in a certain position, 
against the teeth, or in some other particular spot in 
the citadel, the words would trip out upon his lips, 
smooth and unbroken ; but no sooner had it liberty 
from this unnatural resti-aint, than poor English got 
a most outlandish mauling. I have read an old 
proverb, which amoimts to this, that, although the 
tongue has no bones, it often breaks bones ; be this 

h4 
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as it msLy, his tongue when left to itself, made havoc 
of some particular words, without law or mercy. 

The weather continued rough, and the restless 
sea — oh ! what shall I say ? 

" Wave rolling after wave, in torrent rapture !'* 

But day and night our fine steamer never paused. 
Onward she pressed to her port, amidst a thousand 
insults. The prophet Habakkuk, speaks of the 
''deep uttering his voice, and lifting up his hands 
on high.** Many-fisted waves were lifted up, and 
thousands of them would come rushing on in rapid 
succession, like so many giants, each more eager than 
the other to strike and overwhelm her ; some would 
fetch her a blow right in the face, and half a dozen 
on the side of the head ; while others threw themselves 
entire upon her; but rolling and staggering, she 
mounted upon their backs, and "ran through a troop," 
while thousands of her enemies fell beneath — 

" Those fleshless arms, whose pulses beat, 
With floods of living fire !" 

In the midnight hour, or at the morning dawn, we 
could hear — 

" The heating of her restless heart, 
Still sounding through the storm !" 

As we were flying along the face of the waters, re- 
flecting that seven days had nearly passed away since 
we lost sight of the American Continent, we were 
cheered with the exclamation, " land ! land ! " and 
'* land ! land ! ** was re-echoed from every part of the 
ship. In a short time we were close upon the northern 
coast of Ireland, and about dark we ran down between 
Tony Island and Ireland, in the midst of an angry 
sea. The moment we lost our hold upon any part 
of the vessel, we were dashed about like footballs. 
Next morning we were still close upon the shores of 
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Ireland, and in the course of a few hours we found 
onrselves running along the coast of Wales. The 
pleasant hills of old England, rapidly opened to our 
view, with Liverpool in the distance. After a pause of 
a few minutes, in order to receive a pilot, we entered 
the river Mersey, and landed about seven o'clock on 
the evening of the 29th of July. We made the 
passage from Halifax to Liverpool in not quite ten 
days ; the quickest, I have been informed, on record. 

Well, what a long letter have I written. It ia 
equal to some of the dispatches of a nation. I feel 
myself so lonely here, that I have been glad to while 
away an hour or two in this colloquial and familiar 
style of writing. If in addition to the joy you feel, 
in being assured that God has preseiTed me in safety 
over the mighty deep, these little incidents of my 
voyage should afford you pleasure, I shall be greatly 
gratified, as the time thus employed has in some de- 
gree relieved my mind from a singular solitarinesa 
which presses me on every side. 

All are strangers, and every thing is strange. I 
have walked from street to street, and from place to 
place, unknowing and unknown. Although I have 
prayed without ceasing, it is no easy matter to keep 
my heart from sinking into dispondency ; but as I 
have experienced this state of mind so frequently, 
before some remarkable success in my ministry, it 
does not much discoiurage me, although it is painful. I 
have not as yet formed a single acquaintance in Liver- 
pool, if I except my good landlord of the Saracen^s 
Head Hotel, who, by the way, is an excellent man,, 
and keeps a very good house ; as good as any chris- 
tian traveller could require. I have found his fJEunily 
prayer very profitable to my soul. I enjoyed sweet 
communion with God during the voyage, with a very 
deep sense of my entire nothingness. Often did I 
think, when walking the deck — If God did not intend 



106 oaughet's 

to make the weak things of the world confound the 
things which are mighty, and hase things, and things 
which are despised, and things which are not, to bring 
to nought things that are ; he never would have chosen 
and called me, nor have sent me forth on this solemn 
and important tour. 

What is before me I know not, but I deeply feel 
there are sore trials approaching. My mind is very 
unsettled as to what course 1 ought to take, or where 
I should open my commission ; but my soul is calmly 
awaiting orders from above. Several times to-day I 
have had thoughts of going immediately into France 
and Italy ; as this is the best season of the year to 
see those countries ; but a voice in my solitary heart 
seems to say, " No, if you go there now, you must 
go alone, for God will not go with you." My heart 
constantly replies, then, if God will not go with me 
there, God forbid I should attempt it. As it is 
written, " the steps of a good man are ordered by the 
Lord," I have some confidence, that God is by this 
method controlling and ordering my steps ; but he 
commands me no where, and I am doing nothing for 
God here. There is nothing to be seen that would 
afford me any comfort, so long as I do not see lost 
sinners coming home to God. 

The English Conference is now sitting in Manches- 
ter ; I am undecided whether to visit it or not. The 
preachers, no doubt will be all engaged, and as I 
have no particular business there, I should be as 
much alone as here. I must close this letter in a 
state of entire uncertainty respecting my providential 
path. My soul is sitting at God's footstool, having 
no will, but referring all to him, saying, " Lord God 
if thou hast sent me forth, direct my goings." Love 
to •»fr'»fr'»fr*'»fr** and to all. I remain your weak but 
affectionate brother in Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 
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LETTER XV. 

TO THB BAMB. 

Dublin, Ireland, October 29, 1841. 
My dear Friend, 

This morning your letter, with the papers, came to 
hand, and I had a rich feast. I wish my letters 
would afford you half as much interest. I know, 
however, you are deeply interested in all my move- 
ments. I often imagine you tracing my rout upon 
a map, and wishing for a description of the places you 
suspect I have visited. My difficulty is to make a 
proper selection from the great variety of materials 
which now crowd upon my mind. 

My last was dated Liverpool. The close of that 
letter was mournful, as 1 knew not which way to go, 
or what to do. On the afternoon of that day, (the 
31st of July,) after much prayer, I started for 
Manchester by railroad ; arrived there about dark, 
and put up at the Star Hotel. 

Next day. Sabbath, I heard the Rev. Dr. Bunting. 
High as were my expectations, I was not disappointed. 
His sermon was a clear and beautiful exposition of 
that striking text, — Hebrews, ii. 10. It was just 
such a discourse as only a Master in Israel could 
preach. The Doctor appeared in excellent health, 
and was listened to with breathless attention. In 
the evening, at another chapel, I heard the Rev. John 
M'Lean, on Romans, x. 4, and was highly delighted. 
I was exceedingly pleased with the man, his manner, 
and his language. There was a gracious unction in 
every part of the seimon. I am sure much good was 
done ; and could he have stayed the prayer-meeting, 
which followed the sermon, and assisted the brethren 
by his presence and influence, " to draw the net 
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ashore," I am persuaded a multitude would have 
been entangled within its amj^le sweep. As it was, a 
few came forward to be prayed for, but none ap- 
peared to have the influence of Mr. M*Lean. The 
people gradually left the house, and I think none 
were converted to God. I mourned about it; still 
I believe it did not return unto the Lord void ; but 
the frequent failures of such powerful discourses — 
as it regards the immediate gadiering in of awakened 
sinners — ^have made me suspicious. I formerly cast 
out the net in this way, and retired without taking 
the trouble to see whether any soul had got entangled 
therein; and for months together I was not aware 
of a single seal to my ministry. The brethren 
would often say ** we are on the eve of a power- 
ful revival ;" but when next Sabbath came, sinners 
were as far from God as ever, and were once more 
ready to play around and inside my harmless net. 
At last I came to the determination that I would stand 
by my net, with tears and many prayers, and that 
I would not leave the fishing place till I had seea 
what success. Then it was I began to see more 
abundantly the positive fruit of my labours. Some- 
times, indeed, we have " toiled all night," and have 
** caught nothing;" but, then, we had this satisfaction, 
the net has been drawn ashore, and we have done 
the best we could ; the fish have escaped this time, 
but next Sabbath, by the help of the Holy Ghost, I 
will endeavour to have my net ready to let down, " on 
the right side of the ship," so constructed and of such 
materials, that sinners will find it difficult to run 
through it or get disentangled from it. There is 
much meaning in that invitation and promise which 
Jesus gave to Simon, and Andrew his brother, as 
they were casting their net into the Sea of Galilee — 
*' Come ye after me, and I will make you to be 
fishers of men." 
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Is there not also an important lesson in that sin- 
gular illustration used by our Lord, in the thirteenth of 
Matthew ? — " The kingdom of heaven is like unto a 
net that was cast into the sea, and gathered of every 
kind, which, when it was full, they drew to shore, 
and sat down and gathered the good into vessels, but 
cast the bad away." When a minister's health will 
allow him, and suitable persons are willing to assist, 
a lively prayer-meeting, after the evening sermon, 
greatly promotes the design of the Christian ministry. 

On Monday, I heard the Rev. Robert Newton 
preach, what is called the " Conference sermon," — 
text, 1 Cor. i. 23. The chapel was literally crammed. 
An hour was spent in reading the church service. 
Notwithstanding it was well read by the Rev. Mr. 
Jackson, the people did not seem to be relieved from 
the exhausting effects of the suffocating atmosphere. 
As the thing was entirely new to me in a Metho- 
dist Chapel, I confess I did not derive that profit, 
which, no doubt, was my privilege. I was sorry 
to see the indifference manifested by many, and 
the appearance of impatience. It is not unlikely 
this was caused by the oppressive heat, and the 
length of time they anticipated for the entire service. 
But when Mr. Newton began, we forgot every thing 
but him and his subject. He carried us along on 
the majestic stream of his eloquence, during an hour, 
and closed amidst the hearty expressions of satisfac- 
tion and joy, especially from his admiring brethren 
in the ministry. Mr. Newton looked quite as well 
as when I saw him in New York in 1839. In the 
evening the candidates for ordination related their 
conversion and call to the work of the ministry be- 
fore a very crowded audience. 

Next day, I sent my ordination parchments into 
Conference, with the recommendatory letter of 
my Conference : when a ticket of admittance was 
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sent me, signed by the President, the Rev. James 
Dixon. Here I became acquainted with several of 
the preachers. Rev. William Lord, of Hull, showed 
me great kindness, and gave me a pressing invitation 
to visit that town. I was introduced to the Rev. 
Thomas Waugh, and the Rev. William Stewart, 
representatives from the Irish Conference. Mr. 
Waugh received me with all that full-toned ardour, 
which is so peculiarly Irish. His heart was open to 
me in a moment ; and, learning that I intended to 
visit Ireland, he took his pen, and wrote me a letter 
of introduction to all the Wesleyan Methodist minis- 
ters in Ireland. Mr. Stewart is the most agreeable 
and entertaining companion I have ever met. It 
would be impossible for you to be in his company 
five minutes, without thinking of Prov. iii. 17. 

After the pleasure of dining with several members 
of Conference ; among whom was Dr. Hannah; once, 
you will remember, the representative to the Ameri- 
can General Conference, I stepped into a railway 
carriage, and arrived once more in Liverpool. It 
was then strongly impressed upon my mind, to sail 
for Dublin ; although I did not know a human being 
there. After much prayer, I felt fully persuaded 
that this was the path of Providence. When walking 
towards the docks, I noticed that two steamers were 
to sail that evening ; and, as the charge for a cabin 
passage in one, was only half as much as the other, 
I chose the cheapest, and for once in my life, I paid 
dearly for my economy. We encountered a very 
heavy gale during the night ; some of the passengers 
were much alarmed, but I slept most profoundly till 
morning. A gentleman came down into the cabin 
before I arose, and said, " We have a heavy gale, 
and it is right in our teeth. The wuid says to our 
steamer. No, and the engine says. Yes, faintly. 
We are making about two miles an hour." On going 
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upon deck, to my surprise, we were only creeping 
along the coast of Wales: our progress had been 
very slow during the night, as we were only a few 
miles from Liverpool. Now I found out my mistake ; 
instead of taking the mail steamer, I had gone aboard 
of a heavy freight boat. During the gale, I resorted 
to my old method of deck-walking, but a few steps 
convinced me, this must be abandoned. 

There is a kind of order, as well as a noble and 
generous honour about the majestic waves of the At- 
lantic. Their long and mountainous sweep, generally 
affords one time to get ready for the mighty lift, and 
the settling away into the deep and undulating 
valley; but there is nothing honourable or noble 
about the waves of the English Channel in a storm. 
Crabbed, treacherous, angry, mad, they tumble about 
hither^ and thither, and yonder, by thousands ; and 
kick and cuff a vessel in the most outrageous and 
disorderly manner. No two will strike her exactly 
alike, either as to locality or specific gravity, impet- 
uosity or power. Attempt to foot the deck, as the 
poor vessel is digesting her afironts, in the best way 
she can, and though you endeavour, as some have 
done at a certain time of life, '' to put the best foot 
foremost," you will not take the third footstep before 
the rebels outside will turn you into a football. Try 
again, and you are a better sailor than I take you 
to be, if you are not compelled to think as I thought ; 
the lessons of the past five minutes are of no use to 
guide one in his motions during the next five, amid 
such unruly and lawless proceedings. Well, if 1 
could not use my feet, I held on with my hands, and 
gave employment to my eyes, in scanning the moun- 
tainous scenery of Wales. We had terrible tossings 
along the coast of the isle of Anglesea. I fear the 
descriptions of my sea adventures, have too much the 
appearance of levity; but really I do suffer so severely 



112 caughey's 

from sea-sickness^ that when I touch upon my past 
sufferings in that way, I know not where to stop, nor 
how to represent them vivid enough. 

After gaining Holyhead, we steered with a straight 
course for Duhlin ; at which place we landed ahout 
midnight. I put up at the Hotel of the Northum* 
berland Buildings. Next morning 1 arose in good 
health, but with great moumfulness of spirit. 
Throughout the day, my mind was sorely depressed. 
I thought of what the Lord said to the Israelites, 
" Ye Imow the heart of a stranger, seeing ye were 
strangers in the land of Egypt." The day was wet; 
the streets extremely dirty, and wherever I went, I was 
surrounded with swarms of the most importunate 
beggars. Their pleadings for help, against hunger 
and distress, were the most doleful you could imagine. 
After some difficulty, I found the preacher's house, 
in Whitefriars street. On presenting Mr. Waugh's 
letter of introduction, I was received with great kind- 
ness by the Rev. Robinson Scott. A few moments 
in his company, convinced me, this man is entirely 
devoted to God; and an acquaintance of several 
weeks has confirmed and deepened the impression. 
After a short conversation, which greatly cheered my 
mind, he conducted me to Lower Abbey street, and 
introduced me to the junior preacher, the Rev. George 
Vance. With him, my heart was united in a few 
moments. Thus, in the same day, I formed an 
acquaintance with two servants of God, which every 
day's intercourse endears, and for which, I believe, 
I shall praise God throughout eternity. A few days 
after I had the pleasure of being introduced to their 
excellent colleague, the Rev. Henry Price. On 
Saturday night, after I had retired to rest, Mr. Vance 
called at the Hotel, and requested me to preach the 
next day at the Henderick street chapel, to which I 
agreed. 
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Next morning, my soul was sorely bufietted 
by satan. *' Your adversary the devil," says St. 
Peter, "as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking 
whom he may devour." He roared against my soul. 
The forty-second Psalm, and the following lines, ex- 
press what I then felt, — 

<< As pants the wearied hart for cooling springs, 
That sinks exhaus^d in the summer's chase, 
So pants my soul for thee, great King of Kings, 
So thirsts to reach thy secret resting place. 

On briny tears my famished soul hath fed, 
While taunting foes deride my deep despair ; 

Say, where is now thy Great Deliverer, 
Thy mighty God, deserted wanderer, where? 

Why throb my heart ? Why sink my saddened soul ? 

Why droop to earth, with various woes oppressed ? 
My years shall yet in blissful circles roll. 

And joy be yet an inmate of my breast" 

I know this experience will not surprise you, for our 
blessed Lord said to his disciples, " My soul is ex- 
ceedmg sorrowful, even unto death." I had no doubt 
of the favour of God, nor that the blood of Christ 
had cleansed me from all sin ; but my soul was like 
the grapes in the wine press. Have you ever read 
those beautiful lines of Rev. Charles Wesley, des- 
criptive of the mental conflicts of Thomas Walsh, 
who died in this city many years ago, — 

" Impatient to be truly great. 
Ambitious of a crown above ; 
He coveted the highest seat, 
He asked the gift of perfect love. 

He asked, alas, but knew not then, 
The purport of his own desire, 

How deep that cup of sacred pain, 
How searching that baptismal fire. 

The Lord allowed his bold request, 
The servant is called forth to share, 

That anguish of a wounded breast, 

Those pangs which only God could bear." 
1 
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"Who drank in his sad days of flesh, 
The potion by his Father given. 
And bids his members feel i^esh, 
The fierceness of the wrath of Heaven. 

A taste of that mysterious cup, 
His faithful follower now received. 

And filled his Lord's afflictions up. 

While grief beyond description grieved." 

Th6 above is, perhaps, too stfbng for my experience 
at this time, but my soul was amazed and sorely tried. 
After taking breakfast with a few pious persons, at 
Mr. Vance's lodgings, in Abbey street, a young 
brother conducted me to Henderick street. The 
congregation was small. To them, for the first time 
in £urope, I opened my commission. Text — John 
xvii. 1. The Lord touched the hearts of several, and 
a gracious influence rested on the whole congrega- 
tion. At the conclusion of the service, I quieUy re- 
tired through a door under the pulpit, and regained 
the street, little imagining the stir which had been 
excited among the dear people in the chapel. Some 
were saying, " Who is he ?" others, " What is his 
name?" One little party wei-e inquiring, "Who 
sent him here ?" and ano&er were fully of opinion, 
that " this stranger should be invited to preach again 
at night." In the mean tune, I and my guide were 
hastening back again to Abbey street chapel, to re- 
ceive the sacrament. Two brethren, William Field- 
ing and Richard Craig, who have since been veiy 
valuable friends to me, were dispatched after us ; and 
when they overtook us, they presented the wish of the 
people. I consented, on condition it should be 
agreeable to the preachers. They soon obtained 
permission, and that night I preached to a large con- 
gregation, with a good degree of liberty. An 
influence from heaven rested upon the leaders, and, 
after a consultation with their ministers, it was re- 
solved, to hold ** special services" during the week. 
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" to promote a revival of the work of God." I agreed 
to preach four nights, hut with the secret determina- 
tion, to leave the following week. I left the Hotel, 
on receiving a pressing invitation from Mr. Fielding, 
to make his house my home. Towards the latter 
part of the week, we found ourselves smTounded with 
weeping penitents. The glory of the Lord filled the 
house, and sinners were daily converted to God. 
We continued these services, in this chapel, during 
four weeks. A select meeting was then ap])ointed 
for the young converts, and one hundred and thirty 
persons came forward to testify that God, for Christ's 
sake, had pardoned all their sins. 

All the young converts were very clear, as to the 
distinct manner in which they had heen awakened ; as 
well as in the time and place of their conversion. 
This will he of no small assistance to them in their 
future conflicts, if they prove faithful. A christian 
has great advantage over the enemy of his soul, when 
he can confidently refer to the precise place and 
exact time of his adoption into the family of God. 
My soul was much comforted in heholding such an 
affecting scene. The language of my heart was, — 

** Who, I ask in amaze, 
Hath begotten me these, 
And inquire from what quarter they came, 
My full heart it replies. 
They are born from the skies, 
And give glory to God and the Lamb !" 

It would be impossible, my dear friend, to tell you 
how severe were my mental trials during the four 
weeks I spent in this chapel. Sometimes it did 
appear, as though the devil would have torn me to 
pieces. Fiery darts were cast at me as thick as hail. 
My soul was almost continually pressed down by a 
weight that was scarcely supportable ; and yet the 
adversary could not touch either my justification or 
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43anctification. His evident design was to drive me 
out of the city. He constantly insisted, " You shall 
not be permitted to enjoy any comfort in Dublin; so 
you had better be off." The Lord, I believe, on the 
other hand, showed me if I would leave before he 
gave me liberty, I should be no better off in any 
other place. I therefore determined to fight it out ; 
and bear patiently the grievous curses of £is infernal 
Shimei, 2 Sam. xvi. and curse me he did, by day and 
night ; from street to street ; in the pulpit and out of 
it; but I continued, with all my might, to win 
sinners to Christ He never insinuated that he 
would have me in hell, nor that I was a hypocrite, nor 
any thing of the kind, but that if I would injure his 
kingdom, he would injure me ; that, if I should keep 
up hostilities, he would do the same ; and, at least, 
deprive me of all comfort. Allow me, however, my 
dear friend, to say, that I was oflen compelled to 
acknowledge, — 

" Cahn amidst tremendous motion, 
Knowing that my Lord is nigh. 

Waves obey him, 
And the stonns before him fly.** 

At a particular time, I opened on Ezekiel xlvii. 
3 — 6, which gave me great encouragement The 
first real check the devil received from God, was 
when I was walking in the Phoenix Park, near the 
city. God there came down upon my soul in mighty 
power The enemy was silenced, and I rejoiced with 
joy unspeakable and full of glory. Satan returned 
again with more caution and less confidence. God 
then put a hook in his jaws, and said, ^' thus far thou 
shalt go, but no farther." There were other particu* 
lar seasons of divine visitations to my soul, in which 
God " half revealed his face." The consciousness of 
the immediate presence of God to my soul was deep 
and unutterable. 
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You will remember, that I related to you some 
gracious revealings of a spiritual nature, before I left 
America; in which I thought, God condescended to 
convei-se with my spirit, and gave me many special 
directions for the guidance both of my present and 
future movements. It was in the same manner, 
though far clearer, and with greater power and 
unction, an invisible agent seemed to hold conversa- 
tion with my soul ; in which, promises, directions, and 
encouragements were given in quick succession. My 
spirit was often as still as the midnight hour, and the 
communings of an active agent, were as perceptible 
as any conversation I ever had with a visible friend. 
More, I caimot venture to say at present. Of this, 
I am persuaded, I shall see some striking displays of 
the power of God, in the conversion of sinners. The 
following came with uncommon force, " I will be 
with thee whithersoever thou shalt go to deliver thee." 
Also, the passage, John xiv. 21 — 23. 

The state of my soul during these divine visitations, 
was that of deep self-abasement. A solemn and an 
oppressive awe rested upon my whole nature ; yet, 
strange as it may appear, my soul was weaker than 
a bruised reed. The more firmly I believed, and 
rested upon the divine promises and councils, the 
more I gained strength ; and when such manifesta- 
tions in a great measure ceased, I received in their 
place a larger measure of the perfect love of God* 
But you are ready to inquire, " had you no doubts 
whether such communications came from God ?" No, 
I cannot say I had ; they came in such a way, and 
with such an holy unction, as to leave no room for 
doubts. I may also add, there was nothing in them 
to excite my suspicion, — nothing contrary to the 
written word of God; if so, I should have rejected 
them with horror, — ^nothing that did not lead to purity 
and entire devotedness to God. 
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November 1st. — Since writing the above I have been 
greatly comforted, but not a little surprised when 
reading the following in the writings of a very old 
divine, a part of which may perhaps illustrate or con- 
firm the views I entertain of these peculiar exercises. 
As you may never have an opportunity of seeing the 
volume, I am sure you will not be displeased with me 
for giving the quotation. And allow me to say, that 
it is rather remarkable to find a divine, rigidly Calvi- 
nistic on some points, — so Arminian, — ^nay so very 
scriptural on this, the witness of the Spirit. We 
should not however forget, that in those days, there 
were no Methodists to guard against, or discounte- 
nance: and therefore he felt himself more free than 
some ministers now do, to yield generously to the 
plain declaration of Scripture, the dictates of consci- 
ence, and the guidance of the Holy Spirit, upon a 
point so vital to experimental religion. " Some guess, 
not far ofiT the truth, that it is testimonium renovata 
conscientia, the testimony of a renewed conscience. 
For as the eye in a glass by reflection seeth itself 
looking ; so the conscience by a reflection upon itself, 
knoweth that it knoweth God ; and believeth that it 
believeth in Christ ; and feeleth that it hath a new 
feeling, sense, and life. The eye of faith in the re- 
generate, seeth himself sealed to the day of redemp- 
tion, and observeth the print of the seal in himself, 
and the image of the heavenly which it beareth. I 
shall speak nothing to disparage this testimony of 
conscience, which afibrdeth to every true believer, 
singular contentment in life, and comfort in death. 
The nearer the voice is, the briefer and more certainly 
we hear it ; and therefore we cannot but distinctly 
take the deposition for us, which conscience speaketh 
In the ear of the heart. And yet we have a nearer 
and surer voice to settle our heart in the knowledge 
of our spiritual estate, the testimony of God*s Spirit, 
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which is nearer^ and more inward to our souls^ than 
our souls to our bodies : and the witness thereof may 
be as great, or a greater joy to us than if God had 
sent an angel to us, as he did to Daniel, to shew unto 
us that we were beloved of him : or an archangel, as 
he did to the Virgin Mary, to salute us. Hail thou 
that art highly favoured of God, If any demand, 
as she did, not out of any doubt, but out of a desire 
of farther information, qttomodo ? that is, how doth 
the spirit testify to our spirits that we are the sons of 
God P To speak nothing of elevations of spirit, and 
raptures, and special revelations, which are not now 
so frequent, and so certain as in former ages ; . I 
answer, the spirit testifieth this unto us in two manner 
of ways, by motions and effects, or by words and 
deeds. By words; so are the express words of St. 
Cyprian, " As when lightning bretdteth the cloud, and 
the sudden splendour thereof doth not so much en- 
lighten as dazzle the eyes: so sometimes thou art 
touched with I know not what motion, and feelest 
thyself to. be touched, and yet seest not him that 
toucheth thee ; there are inwardly spoken unto thee 
certain secret words, so as thou canst not doubt that 
he is near thee, even within thee, who doth solicit 
thee ; yet doth not let thee see him as he is. These 
secret words St. Bernard uttereth, this is the 
testimony, or record, which the spirit beareth unto 
thee ; 'diy sins are forgiven thee.' " The old divine 
commenting upon the above language of Cyprian 
and Bernard, continues: — " I take it the meaning of 
the words of these Fathers is, not that the Holy 
Ghost doth sound these formal words in our bodily 
ears, but that as God once spake in a still small voice, 
so in it still he speaketh to the faithful, by the spirit, 
verbis mentalibus, by mental words or notions : by 
which he continually inciteth us to good, restrains us 
from evil, forewameth us of danger, and comforteth 

i4 
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US in trouble. And whilst we listen to these notions, 
or rather motions of the spirit within us, we hear this 
testimony often and distinctly. But when we give 
ear to the motions of the evil spirit, and entertain 
him, and delight in his insinuations, and thereby 
grieve and despite the spirit of grace; he being thus 
grieved by us, speaketh no more words of comfort 
in us, but withdraws his gracious presence, and leav- 
eth us in horror of conscience, and darkness of mind." 
It is not unlikely that these divines were assisted by 
such passages as Psalm, xxv. 14. — Galatians, iv. 6. — 
1 Corinthians, ii. 9 — 12, and Romans, viii. 16; but, 
that doctrinal clearness, in reference to these Scrip- 
turesy does not stand independently of personal ex- 
perience, is evident; for there are many preachers 
of the gospel in this country, who positively deny 
that any man can know his sins forgiven in this life. 

On ^e day that satan was bruised under my feet, 
another most comfortable home was opened tor me 
at the house of Mr. Samuel M 'Comas, Lower Abbey 
street, where I have remained ever since. I trust 
you will remember at the throne of grace these preci- 
ous friends, who have been kind beyond any tlung I 
cim express. At the house of Mr. Fielding, in Greek 
street, I also received great kindness. I do know 
they shall be rewarded at the resurrection of the just 

Pardon this long digression : my heart has been 
so full of gratitude to God for his delivering grace, 
and the recollection of past conflicts so vivid, that 
when I began to write I knew not where to stop. 

When the Rev. Thomas Waugh, the superintend- 
ent of this circuit, returned from England, he was 
made acquainted with the amazing work of God going 
on. He immediately sanctioned my movements; 
placed the fullest confidence in me, and told me to 
go on in my own way. From then, till now, he has 
been ever ready to open any door of usefulness to me 
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within his power; I thank God for such a friend. 
This long communication, which I know will rejoice 
your heart, as well as many of my other dear friends 
in America, I must now close. The revival is going 
on in another chapel with great power. Between 
two and three hundred sinners have heen converted 
to God. Glory, eternal glory he to that God, who — 

" ♦ ♦ ♦ moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform;** 

and who, adored he his name, can, 

" Though hell weave snares a thousand ways, 
Place mercy central in the maze !" 

My friends may make themselves perfectly easy 
respecting my temporal circumstances; I have all 
and abound. The Dublin people are proverbial for 
their hospitality to strangers; but I can say of them, 
as the Queen of Sheba said of the wisdom of Solomon, 
" behold, the half was not told me," 

In my next letter I shall give Mr. * * * * a des- 
cription of Dublin. I remain your most affectionate 
brother in Jesus Christ our Lord, 

J. C. 

P. S. I marvel that you stand so long on the 
threshold of full salvation. " If faith sleepeth, Christ 
sleepeth," says an old divine ; and I fear, in the midst 
of all your " mighty struggles," faith is fast asleep ; 
but you say, " I have faith, and yet I receive no other 
benefit than encouragement ;" No, because your faith 
is always in the future tense, you believe God will 
cleanse you some time : when this is the case, un- 
belief is always intrenched in the present, and the 
blessing is not realised — venture to believe that he 
does cleanse you, and he will soon make good that 
precious promise, Mark, xi. 24. Amen, 
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LETTER XVI. 

Dublin, Kovemher 1, 1841. 
My dear Sir, 

Early in last August, I landed in this city from 
England. Having had no rest in my spirit, I spent 
only a short time in that country. You have, no 
douht, seen my letters to * * * * * which will render 
details unnecessary in this. 

According to promise, I now snatch a few minutes 
to give a description of Dublin; with my " first im- 
pressions." You are aware, that Dublin is supposed 
to be the second city in the British Empire, and, in 
magnitude, the fifth city in Europe ; that it is situated 
in a county of its own name, in the province of Lein- 
ster ; and that it extends from the shores of a beau- 
tiful bay, and adorns the pleasant banks of the river 
Lifiey. As I had the misfortune to enter the bay in 
the night, and have not been out upon it since, I 
cannot describe to you from observation, how the 
scenery and city strike an approaching stranger. I 
have been told, however, that the city is seen to dis- 
advantage, but, that the bay and surrounding land- 
scape, is one of the richest arrangement of soft and 
beautiful scenery, which our world can present to the 
human eye. A friend at my elbow suggests that 
travellers generally allow a striking resemblance 
between it, and the entrance to the bay of Naples. 
As I have never seen the latter place, and have only 
gazed at the dim outlines of the former, on emerging 
from the stormy sea, near midnight, I cannot vouch 
for the truth of the comparison. A few weeks since, 
I had a pleasant ride along the shore, north of the 
city. The bay lay before us, in placid and sunny 
loveliness, enlivened with vessels, and dotted with the 
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various works and embellishments connected with the 
harbour. The eye has a most enchanting prospect, 
as it sweeps away from the city, along the eastern 
shores till it rests with calm delight upon Kingstown. 
This beautiful town seems to sleep in a little Para- 
dise, at the base of a range of hills of considerable 
magnitude. The shores and retiring landscape 
on that side are thickly populated and adorned 
with fine buildings, looking out from many verdant 
lawns and shady groves. When the eye leaves 
the margin of the bay, and traces the country 
eastward, it soon finds itfelf luxuriating amidst the 
sugar loaves, or conical mountains of county Wicklow. 
Sweeping firom thence, northward, it comes back 
again to Kingstown, crosses the mouth of the bay, 
with the deep blue sea in the distance, and rests its 
weary vision upon the high and rugged promontory 
of the Hill of Howth. The place just mentioned, is 
a peninsula, connected with the main land, by an 
isthmus, several miles in length. A little to the north 
of this, is to be seen an immense pile of rocks, rising 
out of the sea to a considerable height, called, " Ire- 
land's eye." We returned to the city, through a 
beautiful country of wood and park, interspersed with 
green fields, protected by fine hawthorn hedges, seven 
feet high, and half as many in width, cropped as even 
as a meadow ; the whole enlivened with castles, cotta- 
ges, and wealthy mansions. 

A trip to Kingstown, the other day, by railway, 
afforded me an opportunity of viewing the scenery on 
the opposite side of the bay ; I thought it equal, if 
not superior, to the Kingstown side. I have had 
several drives through Dublin, in various directions, 
and not to mention the fine outlets from the city into 
a charming country, highly cultivated, and enlivened 
with villas, gardens, and plantations; I think the 
ride from ihe Custom House to the Phoenix Park> is 
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the most animated and agreeable with which I have- 
been favoured. To the left, is the river Liffey, en- 
closed with magnificent walls of cut stone, and that 
part called the harbour, filled with the shipping of all 
nations. As one proceeds along its banks, the eye 
luxuriates upon broad and beautiful streets, adorned 
with many noble specimens of architecture. 

As my description of Dublin, in this letter, must 
be brief and general, I will only mention the Post 
Office and Nelson's Pillar, in Sackville street, to the 
right; and Trinity College and the Bank of Ireland, 
to the left ; nearer to the Park, are the Four Courts, 
a majestic pile, and the venerable Cathedrals, Christ 
Church, and St. Patrick's. The Phoenix Park is a 
royal enclosure, seven miles in circumference. It is 
tufted with groves of hawthorn, and thickly sprinkled 
with trees. To the left, after entering the gate, is 
the " Wellington Testimonial ; " an obelisk, two hun- 
dred and five feet high, including the pedestal. The 
names of all the victories of the Duke, from his first 
conquest in India, to his last on the plains of Water- 
loo, are engraven upon the four facades of the obelisk, 
from the bottom to the top. It cost sixteen thousand 
pounds. This is a monument to a living Hero : rather 
an uncommon thing ; but warm-hearted Ireland was 
in haste to honour her son, thinking it right, no doubt, 
that the pleasure of such a testimony of a nation's 
gratitude, should be enjoyed by the warrior himself, 
ere his departure to those silent mansions, where 

" They have no share in all thatfs done, 
Beneath the circuit of the sun.** 

His country, however, has an honour in reservation for 
him ; as a pedestal in front of the obelisk stands ready 
to support his equestrian statue, after that deprecated 
event. A beautiful avenue, shaded by lofty trees, runs 
through the Park, intersected by other roads, taste- 
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fully traced out in different directions. To the right 
of the main entrance, are the Zoological Gardens; 
and farther on to the right, is the summer residence 
of the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. On losing sight 
of " The Testimonial/' which improves greatly in the 
distance, and is quite an ornament, the eye is attracted 
hy a handsome fluted column, thirty feet high, with 
a Phoenix on its summit, rising out of the flames. 
It was erected hy the celebrated Earl of Chesterfield, 
when Lord Lieutenant, nearly a century ago. This 
fine park is a place of great attraction to the inhabi- 
tants ; it may be justly called, " the lungs of Dublin." 
This was my favourite walking place, during my first 
month in Dublin. I have lately had an excellent 
view of the city from a neighbouring eminence. It 
lies nearly four-square, being three miles in length, 
and almost as many in breadth. The river Lififey 
runs through its heart, dividing the town into two 
equal parts. The several bridges which unite the 
divisions, appear in the distance, like so many white 
stripes, but Uiey are of a noble span ; some of theni 
between two and three hundred feet in length, and 
from thirty to forty feet broad, and are fine specimens 
of Irish masonry. 

This Lififey is a classical little river, but so unlike 
your American rivers is it, that if I tell you its length, 
I fear you will laugh at it. Instead of resembling 
your three thousand miles Mississippi, or your nine 
hundred miles Ohio, I am not sure that hdf a hun- 
dred can be claimed for its channel. It is, however, 
a bold and rapid river, and sometimes rises to a sud- 
den and tremendous height, and threatens, in its 
fury, to sweep every thing before it, especially when 
annoyed by the sea. It formerly gave the good 
people of Dublin much trouble, but, by means of 
strong walls of hewn stone, they have long since laid 
it imder. bonds of good behaviour, and it has very 
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seldom, of late years, broken the peace. Dublin, 
from the spot of observation referred to, with its 
broad and elegant streets, its magnificent bay and 
harbour, splendid buildings, lofty towers and spires, 
and many handsome squares, ranging from a quarter 
to a mile in circiunference, tastefully decorated with 
trees and shrubberies ; add to this the surrounding 
landscape, resembling the richly enamelled frame of 
a superb painting, is, I must say, one of the most 
picturesque and imposing scenes of the kind, I have 
hitherto contemplated. 

By this time I conclude you want to hear a little 
of the histoiy of Ireland's Metropolis. Well, like 
most of the cities of Europe, it has had various names, 
arising out of as many circumstances. The celebrated 
Ptolemy has given it two names, Aschcled and Eblana; 
the former being its title before A. D. 140, and the 
latter afterwards. I have been informed that its name 
was soon after suddenly changed by some great man, 
to Aulii^aia, in memory of his daughter of that name, 
who by some means had been drowned in the Liffey. 
It did not long retain this name, as the ancient Irish 
gave it two other titles before the close of the second 
century. I shall not trouble you with these out- 
landish titles, only that the meaning of the one was, 
" The brow of hazel-wood;" and of the other, " The 
passage of the ford of hurdles, over the black pool." 
Because here hurdles had to be thrown across the 
marshy ground, in order to have access to the river, 
something after the manner of your old corderoy 
roads, which I am glad have become quite impopular 
in America. The river was here crossed on a bridge 
of hurdles. 

Its present name is allowed to proceed from Dub- 
leana, t. e, " the city of the black waters," or, " the 
black channel," from the fact that here the river had 
a soft and boggy bottom ; and even now its waters 
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have a blackish appearance. The antiquity of the 
city is therefore unquestionable; but as to who the 
founder was, or the exact time of its rise, I do not 
recollect that any writer of authority pretends to de- 
termine satisfactorily. It is with the names and 
history of many cities and towns, previous to the 
introduction of Christianity, as it is with the languages 
of heathen nations, before the Bible is translated into 
their tongues ; in a fluid state — crude and uncertain. 
Christianity has ever imparted that order and stability 
to the names and events connected with the places of 
her victories or defeats, that the Bible has imparted 
to all languages into which it has been translated. 
We therefore find, that in spite of the barbarism with 
which Christianity has had to contend in ancient 
Dublin; (hat from the period of her introduction, 
about the middle of the fifth century, she has im- 
parted to its history an order and an authenticity, 
which we search for in vain through the murky 
records of previous times. 

I fear I should weary you were I to relate minutely 
the many stirring events in Dublin's history, from 
the invasion by the Danes, in the latter part of the 
fifth century, when they dashed into the Lifiey with 
sixty sail, and made themselves masters of the place, 
to Uieir expulsion in the twelfth century ; nor could 
I think of detaining you with a recital of all the 
memorable events which have smce happened. 

Three times has Dublin been shaken by an earth- 
quake. Eleven or twelve times ravaged by dreadful 
plagues ; one of which, in 1575, so depopulated the 
city, that grass grew upon the streets, and at the 
church doors ! Several times it has been scourged 
by desolating fires. The ocean and river hap fre- 
quently combined to overthrow it by inunctions. 
It has stood several sieges, and six or seven times 
has surrendered to fierce and powerful armies. But 
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Dublin still exists, — a rich and prosperous city, — 
the glory of Ireland, and a sparkling jewel in the 
diadem of England's Queen. 

And now, my dear Sir, I must close this long and 
hastily-written communication. I could write a little 
volume about Dublin, but time will not permit Ib 
my next letter, which you may expect in January, I 
shall give you a description of a few of the public 
buildings. 

I have reason to praise God my health is very 
good, and my soul is happy. My strength is taxed 
to the utmost, as I preach six sermons a week, be« 
sides many exhortations afler each sermon; and 
thus it has been since my arrival here. 

You are familiar with the name of that eminent 
Irish Methodist missionary, the late Rev. Gideon 
Ouseley. He died in this city, 14th May, 1839* 
His character and labours were well known in 
America by report ; and the news of his death, you 
are aware, vibrated upon the minds of many thou- 
sands in that country, — each saying to his neigh- 
bour, *' There is a prince and a great man fallen in 
Israel — Ireland and the Church of God have suf- 
fered a heavy loss, and we S3rmpathise with them." 
Often have I heard the humble emigrant talk of 
Gideon Ouseley, and of the astonishing effects which 
attended his ministry. 

I made a pilgrimage, a short time since, to his 
tomb, in the Mount Jerome Cemetery, near this 
city. It is surmounted by a handsome monument of 
Irish granite, about twenty feet high, and eight feet 
at the base, showing four sides, each having a black 
marble tablet. Upon one of these is the following 
inscription : — 
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GIDEON OUSELEY 

DEPARTED THIS LIFE, 

MAT 14, 1899, 

IN THE 78 TEAB OF HIS AGE. 

HE WAS A ZEALOUS, LABORIOUS, AND 

SBLF-DENTINe MINISTER OF THE eOSPEL 

OF OCR LORD JESUS CHRIST. 

THROUGHOUT THE UNITED KINGDOM; 

AND DURING NEARLT HALF A CENTURT, 

HE WAS CEASELESSLY ENGAGED 

IN HIS MASTER'S WORK; 

IN IRELAND ESPECIALLY; 

IN ITS TOWNS AND VILLAGES, 

FAIRS AND MARKETS, 

REGARDLESS OF PERSONAL EASE, 

FEARLESS OF DANGER, 

UNINFLUENCED BY THE POLICY OF THOSE 

"WHO ARE PRUDENT IN THEIR OWN SIGHT," 

HE PERSUASIVELY CALLED ON MEN 

TO REPENT AND BELIEVE THE GOSPEL. 
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I lately had the pleasure of takmg dinner with hi^ 
widow, at the house of John Ouseley Bonsall, Esq. 
nephew to Mr. Ouseley. Although far advanced in 
life, she appeared in excellent health, and on the wing 
of holy expectation of meeting her glorified hushand 
in the kingdom of God. 



I cannot deny myself the pleasure of inserting the following 
notice of his character and labours taken from a Dublin paper. 
It may not indeed be so interesting to my readers on this side 
the Atlantic, yet, should this volume be published in America, 
it will be pecxiliarly so there. 

HULL, Januaiy 29, 1844. 



THE LATE GIDEON OUSELEY, 

METHODIST MISSIONABY. 

We have heen favoured by the kindness of a friend 
with the following brief and affectionate memorial of 
the good and pious man whose name and calling we 
have prefixed. For many years we had the pleasure 
of Mr. Ouseley's acquaintance, and can, therefore, 
set our seal to the fidelity of the picture of his life, 
principles, and manners, which is here set forth. 

But the deceased himself has left more permanent 
memorials of his piety and intellect ; and by these 
henceforth he must be known to the succeeding 
generations of his countrymen. His literary labours, 
in fact, fell but little short of his missionary ; and the 
one are the faithful reflection of the other. His 
principal work, entitled " Old Christianity," may be 
counted a standard of popular controversy. It has 
run through many editions, and had an amazing 
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circulation, and is admirably calculated to do good 
wherever it finds its way. We doubt not that Mr. 
BoNSALL, his constant publisher, is still supplied with 
copies of this as well as his minor publications ; and 
we earnestly recommend all who hold the memory of 
this excellent man in reverence, to furnish themselves 
with copies as complete as they can of productions 
which so fully reflect the mind of their author : — 

" This venerable and zealous minister of the Gospel 
died in this city, after an illness of short diu:ation, 
on Tuesday, the 14th instant, in the 78th year of 
his age. During forty-seven years he was ceaselessly 
engaged in the arduous and important duties of his 
sa^ed mission. He was universally known, beloved, 
and respected by Christians of every denomination. 
The announcement of his death will cause many 
hearts to mourn. 

" His first religious impressions were produced in 
the year 1791, by the careful perusal of the Holy 
Scriptures. He has often mentioned Young's works — 
the * Night Thoughts,' especially his ' Infidel Re- 
claimed,* and ' The Centaur not Fabulous,' as singu- 
larly beneficial to him at that period. 

" Soon after he experienced the salutary influence 
of Christian truth, he became deeply impressed with 
the feeling, that it was his duty to interest himself 
in the promotion of the spiritual good of others. 
Accordingly in the year 1792, he commenced his 
career as an out-door preacher. His first address 
was delivered in a church -yard at a funeral, to a vast 
multitude assembled on the occasion. From thence- 
forward, in the fairs and markets, towns and villages, 
he read the Holy Scriptures, and enforced divine truth 
with persuasive energy. He generally, when preach- 
ing in the open air, availed himself of his intimate 
knowledge of the Irish language to engage attention, 
and instruct his hearers in Divine trutL, through the 

k2 
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medium of a well-understood and favourite dialect. 
Numberless instances might be adduced^ and persons 
named^ who, through the blessing of God upon his 
persevering exertions, have been savingly converted 
from the soul-destroying Popish heresy, to the truth 
as it is in Christ; and some of those persons are 
themselves at present engaged in the ministry of 
the Gospel in die Established and other Protestant 
churches. 

" During the course of his long and arduous career 
as a Christian missionary, he encountered, without 
dismay, difficulties of no ordinaiy description. To 
him might be applied, with truth, the Apostle PauVs 
description of himself — * In labours abundant, in 
deaths oft, in joumeyings often, in perils by his own 
countrymen, in perils in the city, in penis in the 
country: but none of these things moved him, neither 
counted he his life dear unto himself, so that he 
might finish his course with joy, and the ministry 
which he had received of the Lord Jesus, to testify 
the Gospel of the grace of God.* Instances with- 
out number might be cited of his courage and forti- 
tude, and of the meekness and patience with which 
he endured sufferings. On one occasion, some years 
since, while preaching in the town of Loughrea, in 
the county of Galway, he stood with his back to the 
wall which encloses die barrack ; the mob, instigated, 
it is said, by the Priest, began pelting him with 
stones ; but finding that this did not discompose him, 
they broke through the circle formed by the few 
friends who surrounded the chair on which he stood, 
and pulled him down. With difficulty he was got 
into the guard-room of the barrack, upon which the 
sergeant caused the gate to be closed. The mob thus 
disappointed became outrageous, cast stones over the 
wall, and threatened to pull down the barrack, if the 
preacher were not given to them. The officer of the 
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day was applied to^ and he informed Mr. Ouseley that 
he feared it would, under the circumstances, he 
contrary to his duty to permit him to remain. Mr. 
Ouseley, supposing that it would involve a hreach of 
military discipline to shelter him, replied that he 
would go forth, assured that the God whom he served 
would save him from the power of his enemies. The 
officer, however, thought it hest to consult the officer 
in command of the regiment, upon whose authority 
he ordered the men to arms, and then addressed the 
mob with effect, and caused them to disperse. On 
another occasion while preaching in the streets of 
Monaghan, a Romanist got so near Mr. Ouseley as 
to spit full in his face ; some of those present inter- 
fered, and ^ere laying hold of the assailant, when 
Mr. Ouseley, who had by this time wiped his face, 
interposed and excused the man, and begged that he 
might be allowed to remain to hear what he had to 
say. On another occasion, while preaching in the 
street of Tuam, he had two of his teeth knocked out 
by a severe blow from a piece of hard turf thrown at 
him : lie spit the teeth into his hand, and after a 
short pause proceeded with his discourse, without 
interruption, except occasionally to empty his mouth 
of blood. 

" So fully was Mr. Ouseley's mind impressed with 
the solemn importance of the work in which he was 
engaged, and the vast value of the souls of men, that 
he could not be persuaded that all who wanted warn- 
ing would be found to attend in any house to hear. 

" He, therefore, sought those who, otherwise would 
not hear ; nor did he intermit this mode of preaching 
when rebellion raged in the country. Regardless of 
danger, and uninfluenced by the temporising prudence 
of cowardly professors, he affectionately and per- 
suasively warned men to ' flee the wrath to come.' 

'' His zeal was not limited to Ireland ; he frequently 
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visited England and Scotland, and perhaps no preacher 
of the Gospel in modem times has heen more ahmid- 
antly successful ; thousands were the crown of his 
rejoicing in the Lord : he travelled many thousand 
miles anndally, and preached generally three sermons 
each day. 

* We fools counted his life madness.* 

"He possessed a clear and comprehensive mind, 
stored with various learning, and improved hy read- 
ing and close thinking ; but all his acquirements were 
brought to bear upon the great concerns of eternity ; 
his mode of address was simple, artless, and colloquial ; 
he studied plainness of speech, and often observed 
that, as the larger number in every congregation 
could best understand truth when plainly expressed — 
if they understood what was said, those of a higher 
order of mind were sure to understand ; he deprecated 
a gaudy and pompous style of uttering religious truth, 
because hearers, instead of judging themselves, were 
judging of the speaker ; and instead of admiring the 
Saviour, they admired the sermon, or were exposed 
to the temptation of doing so. 

" His spirit was truly Catholic ; he was a stranger 
to sectarian asperity. To all of every denomination, 
who love our Lord Jesus Christ, he was affectionately 
attached — ^not stumbling at non-essential peculiari- 
ties; and although, as a preacher and an author, 
he waged an inteiminable warfare against the soul- 
destroying dogmas of Popery, and against the com- 
pact confedracy of its priesthood, by which the spiritual 
interests and civil liberties of mankind are trenched 
upon — yet, in his addresses to Roman Catholics, not 
one offensive word escaped his lips. He pitied them, 
because he believed they were deceived, and he 
patiently instructed them without woimding their 
prejudices. 
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"He was firm in his defence of truth — like a 
beaten anvils he yielded not ; yet he was gentle and 
easy to be entreated. In his journey ings, he was 
necessarily thrown into society of all grades; but 
whether with the rich or with the poor, his conduct 
and spirit were the same. He never forgot that he 
was a minister of God; and, as such, it was his joy 
and delight to speak to every man, in season and out 
of season, words by which they might be saved. 
Whether in the house, or whether in the sti'eet — ^in 
his hours of retirement, and in his public ministrations, 
he was constantly actuated by the same spirit. When 
he spoke, his conversation was in heaven ; and the 
hearts of his intense friends still bum within them, 
on every recollection of the gracious words that pro- 
ceeded from his mouth. 

* To means of grace the last respect he shew'd, 
Nor sought new paths as wiser than his God: 
Their sacred strength preserved him from extremes, 
Of empty outside, or enthusiast dreams.' 

" To hoaiy age he continued his active and labori- 
ous services, doing the work of an evangelist ; within 
a few days of his confinement, by the affliction which 
terminated his valuable life, he preached in the town 
of Mountmellick, three times the same day; one 
service was in the open air. During the continuance 
of the affliction, although he suffered intense pain, 
no murmur of impatience escaped his lips ; on the 
contrary, he was enabled to praise God, and to re- 
joice in hope of the gloiy of God. In a Word, the 
Grace of God, and the promises of Holy Scripture, 
which he delighted to recommend to others, in life 
and in death, were the support and rejoicing of his 
own heart.'* 
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Yesterday was a gracious day to my soul, in the 
Abbey street Chapel. The interior is spacious and 
elegant ; has a fine organ, and the congregation is 
second to none I have ever seen, either in respecta- 
bility or intelligence. My morning text was Deut. 
viii. 2. Many acknowledged, with streaming eyes, 
the mercies of God, and the designs of his provi- 
dence. In the afternoon, fifty persons, who had been 
converted lately in this chapel, came forward to give 
public thanks to God, for his pardoning love. At 
night, to a congregation of not less than two thou- 
sand, I cried, " How long halt ye between two 
opinions," &c. 1 Kings, xviii. 21. It was an awful 
time, seventy persons came forward as penitents, and 
many found mercy. Remember me in much love to 
***** I remain, your brother in Christ Jesus. 

J.C. 

P.S. Should you see Mr. ***** before I 
answer his letter, please give my love, and say, a 
tender conscience is like the eye: when dust or 
dirt has intruded, it ceases not weeping till it is re- 
lieved; but he must not forget, Uiat the blood of 
Jesus Christ alone, can purge the conscience ; and 
faith in that blood never fails. 

" Bock of Ages, oleit for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee ; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy womided side which flow'd, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Sav6 from wrath and make me pure." 

It is for the want of a recognition of this great truth, 
that some consciences have never done weeping. 
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LETTER XVII. 

Dublin, December 6, 1841. 

My dear Friend, 

Do not say a word about any trouble I may be at 
in writing to you. It is rather a pleasure. My soul 
is comforted in spending an hour or two, now and 
then, in corresponding with one, to whom I owe so 
much, and with whom I have so often taken " sweet 
counsel." In letter writing, as in many otlier offices 
of friendship, many times has your friend realized 
the truth of Spencer's sentiment, 

" His mournful plight is swallowed up unawares, 
Forgetful of his own, that minds another's cares." 

You will ask, " but are you unhappy then ? " Oh 
no ! Praise the Lord with me; he has in a great 
measure silenced the enemy. Satan found it of 
no use ; out of Dublin I would not go, while God 
was converting souls. He pressed me very sore, but 
this goaded me to greater ardour in the cause of God. 
The more he harassed me with temptations, the more 
I was enabled to prevail against his kingdom. His 
file was very rough, but, by it, my soul became the 
brighter, and obtained a keener edge, and livelier 
sensibilities. His fire was very intense, trying and 
searching the inmost of the soul. What one said of 
the old blacksmith, my poor soul could say of the 
adversary, " Every morning he rises fresh to his 
hammer and his anvil ;" but this only nerved me for 
''my turn,'* and made me more resolute in attempting 
to overthrow his strongholds. Oh help me to praise 
the Lord ; for he could say to angels, and men, and 
devils, when pointing to Dublin, — Is not my word 
like as a fire, and like a hammer that breaketh the 
rock in pieces P Jeremiah, xxiii. 29. 
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I am far mistaken, if the devil has not considered 
Dublin, the pass to the three kingdoms ; and, per- 
haps of as much importance to his kingdom, as 
Thennopylae was to the Grecians. How then could 
I expect him to 

" give quiet pass, 
Through his dominions for this enterprize ? " 

Glory be to God, we have got possession of the pass. 
God has fought for us, and the slain of the Lord are 
many. The revival is going on with power, but I 
cannot tell you the exact number converted to God 
since the date of my last letter to you ; but I think 
not less than one hundred and fifty. I am sorry to 
inform you that the work of entire sanctification ad- 
vances very slowly. Many seem to be earnestly 
seeking purity of heart, but I do not remember that 
any person has, as yet, distinctly professed its attain- 
ment, during the revival. I greatly fear there must 
be something grievously deficient in my method of 
preaching it, else God would surely raise up his wit- 
nesses for this doctrine, as well as for that of justifica- 
tion. The one is as much a New Testament privi- 
lege as the other, r 

Yesterday, Sabbath, after taking breakfast with the 
" Stranger's Friend Society," I walked over to the 
Henderick street Chapel to preach. On my arrival, 
every countenance wore the hues of sorrow. One of 
their old leaders, Mr. William Haughton, had just 
departed for hieaven, and their hearts were oppressed 
with grief. I could not well chide them, as his gain 
was indeed a loss to them, which, in the first shock of 
the news they knew not how to sustain. All seemed to 
feel that his place could never be supplied. During 
thirty years, he had been a father to that society. 
The excitement was increased by the presence of the 
members of his six classes, mingling their tears and 



LETTERS. 139 

sighs together, as children for the death of a most 
beloved parent. There was nothing of the hopeless 
sorrow of the heathen ; rather they seemed to say, 

" The happiest hour is come at last, 
When all his toils and conflicts past, 

He shall to God ascend ; 
Worn out and spent in Jesu's cause, 
He now takes up his latest cross, 

And bears it to the end. 

Filled up with love and life divine. 
The house of clay, the earthly shrine. 

Dissolves and sinks to dust ; 
Without a groan the body dies, 
The spirit mounts above the skies, 

And mingles with the just. 

Stay, thou triumphant spirit, stay, 
And bless me, ere thou soar'st away, 

Where pain can never come. 
In vain my call, the soul is fled, 
By Israel's flaming steeds conveyed, 

To his eternal home. 

With mixed concern, his flight I view, 
With joy the ascending pomp pursue, 

Yet for our loss distrest ; 
Our bosom friend from earth is flown, 
^ A father of our Israel gone, 

To his eternal rest," 

Instead of taking the subject I had intended, I chose 
Rev. vi. 13 — 17, and never, never, have I seen such 
a weeping congregation. Their tears and sobs would 
have softened a heart of stone. Suddenly, like a 
biurst of sunshine on a summer's afternoon, when the 
rains have ceased, an influence, evidently from God, 
came down upon the people. The Lord seemed to 
open heaven to the view of his saints : at least, the 
veil became so transparent, that hundreds felt, during 
thirty or forty minutes, as if they were surrounded 
with the glories of the celestial world. The church 
militant and the church triumphant appeared to unite 
in a manner it is not possible to describe. I cannot. 
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I dare not attempt it, not even the language given 
me in that hour. O, what views of God and heaven 
filled my amazed soul. It was what one has else- 
where called, " a vision of glory," such as perhaps 
none of us ever had before, nor may ever have again, 
till " mortality is swallowed up of life." 

The service was closed, and every countenance wore 
a calm heavenly expression, as if each was saying in 
his or her heart, 

" There is a world where winter comes not, 

Where a farewell enters never, 
Where no clouds the atmosphere blot, 

And no changes our friendships sever. 
That world is the home of the soul, 
And oh how swiftly it flies to Uie goal. 

There sorrow's note is never heard, 

No storm a rose-leaf ever stirred, 
But strains on harps of heavenly sound, 
And songs ecstatic breathe around." 

The last Sabbath night this holy man spent upon 
earth, was in Abbey street Chapel. The crowd was 
great, and he stood with his eyes fixed upon me, 
during the whole sermon. At the close of the prayer 
meeting, he stood upon a bench, and gave the people 
bis last exhortation, and sang that verse which I be- 
lieve was his favourite, 

" When Jesus makes my heart his home, 
My sin shall all depart; 
And, lo ! he saith, 'I quickly come, 
To fill and rule thy heart.'" 

Next Sabbath night, about that time, he was in the 
" house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens." 
I visited him a day or two before he died. On ap- 
proaching his bed, such an influence came upon me, 
as melted me into tears in a moment. I felt God 
was there, and that a warrior of our Israel had en- 
tered upon his last battle with the enemy. He 
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reached out his hand, and said, " tell the congregation, 
the following is my experience," 

" He breaks the power of cancell'd siii, 
He sets the prisoner free, 
His blood can make the foulest clean, 
His blood avaiVd for me." 

One day when sitting together in his little parlour, 
a few weeks hefore he was taken with his last sick- 
ness, he said to me, " I have often stood upon yonder 
bridge, and looked at the figure of Hope, on the 
dome of the Custom House, leaning upon her 
anchor, with her face turned towards the troubled 
sea, as if in anxious, but confident expectation of the 
lingering ship ; soon after, I have seen the weather- 
beaten vessel entering the harbour, badly shattered 
by the storm, rigging disordered, and sails riven into 
shreds ; and it is thus, I have thought, that hope 
cheers the soul on the stormy ocean of life, and 
calmly encourages the billow-tossed Christian to 
hasten into the harbour of glory; when lo, the 
weather-beaten servant of God, shattered by time 
and storms, dashes into the port, where hope had so 
long had her anchor cast within the veil." He little 
thought he was just then sailing so near the coast of 
heaven, nor that he should so suddenly dart into the 
harbour of eternal rest. Mr. Haughton also informed 
me, that in the little parlour alluded to, Mr. Wesley 
had often taken breakfast with the Dublin preachers, 
and that when a boy, in the same place, he had often 
swimg upon the knees of that venerable saint. 

It will be interesting to my American friends to 
know, that this is the famous little room, where the 
Rev. John Summerfield was converted to God. The 
spot where he obtained remission of sins, and the 
hearth-stone upon which he stood, when giving his 
first exhortation, were pointed out to me by Mrs. 
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Haughtou, who was one of the praying company, to 
whom the address was delivered. Ah ! I thought, in 
this humble room, arose that " burning and shining 
light," who became the wonder of America, the gloty 
of Christ, and one of the brightest ornaments of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church. Hundreds of thou- 
sands were enraptured by his eloquence, and many, 
very many, were the seals of his ministry. 

As I have written an account of Dublin, to Mr. 
* * * * and intend giving him a further description 
of the public buildings, I shall omit such things in 
this ; as, doubtless, you will see both letters. I had 
an awful time the other night, in one of the chapels, 
on this text. Rev. xiv. 9 — 1 1, and, just as we were 
singing that verse, 

" Ye virgin souls arise, 

Oil in your vessels take." 

the whole of the lights went out, with the exception 
of a couple of candles on the side of the pulpit. 
Twelve brilliant gas lights extinguished in a moment. 
The effect was really awful, as the minds of sinners 
were predisposed to strong sensations, by the text, 
sermon, and hymn. Many trembled, but there was 
no confusion. Afterwards nine or ten sinners were 
converted to God in the prayer meeting. 

A very remarkable conversion, in answer to prayer, 
has lately taken place, which ^ I know will interest 
you. A young lady, a few weeks since, arrived in 
this city from England, on a visit to her friends. 
Shortly after, she was induced to attend the services ; 
the word reached her heart, and after a severe and 
deep repentance, God spoke peace to her soul. In 
the simplicity of her heart, she wrote an account of 
her conversion to her mother, in Liverpool, and de- 
sired liberty to unite herself with the Methodist 
Church; little suspecting the natural enmity of the 
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unrenewed heart. Her mother, a high spirited un- 
converted woman, felt an instant indignation against 
her daughter; wrote to her immediately — ^ridiculed 
the revival, forbade her joining the Methodists, re- 
proached her for her weakness of mind, and ordered 
her home. The young lady, alarmed at the tone of 
the -letter, sent a note to the pulpit, stating, in a 
delicate way, the case, and requesting my prayers, 
and those of the congregation, for the conversion of 
her mother. We fell down before God; faithful 
and united prayer was offered, in which, I believe, 
every pious soul joined. 

A few days after, a letter arrived from Liverpool, 
giving an account of the mother's conversion. On 
the night, *' the prayer of faith" was offered to God, 
she was awakened to see herself a sinner on the brink 
of hell. " During the night," said she, *' I felt as if 
I was in a furnace of fire." The next morning, God 
converted her soul. In that letter, she humbly 
asked forgiveness of her daughter, and the same from 
me, although she had never seen me ; but it was on 
account of what she had said against the revival ; and 
concluded by giving her liberty to join the Methodists 
as soon as she pleased, as she intended to do the 
same herself. I must now close, by subscribing 
myself your brother in Jesus Christ. y p 

P. S. As to " the mystery of believing," there is 
no mystery in it at all ; put the same confidence in 
the promise of Christ, as you would in that of a^ 
friend ; — go to your Lord just now for entire purity ; 
for he alone can give it; and tell him, while you 
spread Mark, xi. 24; before him, that you will be as 
much disappointed, if he fail to fulfil his promise, as 
if an earthly friend should do so, who had thus pro- 
mised. Do this, and see what he will do for thee; 
but see that thou fulfiUest the conditions heartily. 
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LETTER XVIII. 

Dublin, December 17, 1841. 
Dear Sir, 

Your kind letter arrived in due time, pardon the 
tardiness of the reply. I shall not fail to procure the 
seeds, but why did you not mention the particular 
kinds ? It is not unlikely I may obtain a variety, 
which shall be new in America. As to the roots, I 
dare not promise, I tried the experiment once on a 
long voyage, but they nearly all died, probably 
through my bad management. 

That I have attended to the other matter, the fol- 
lowing, which I wrote to a young lady, will be 
sufficient proof. She gathered me a great variety of 
flowers from her own garden, pressed, and attached 
them to blank leaves, with their names, and some 
excellent poetry beneath them. I thought I could 
do nothing less than present her with the following 
soi'disant bouquet. I send the same to you across 
the Ocean, as a pledge that the flowers shall follow ; — 
when, is a difficult question. 

Yon bade me pray the prayer again 
Which clos'd the firiendly note I sent thee, 

I see by that, it pleas'd thee then. 
And may the Spirit now be lent me ; 

A garden was the favoured spot. 

In which I pray'd the Lord to plant thee ; 

And truer than the * forget me not,* 
A spirit he would kindly grant thee. 

I wish I had the wondrous fire. 
Which wrapt the soul of Virgil over ; 

Even that which thrill'd the comic lyre. 
Of him who sang the cliffs of Dover. 
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Had I the fire of Milton's mind, 

Wb«n singing Eden's lovely flowers, 
Whose firagnmce loaded every wind, 

And bloom*d in all its holy bowers : 

Or that which thrilled the pleasant harp, 

Of one of Israel's sweetest singers, 
And glowed within his joyful heart, 

Awake to praise, though day-dawn lingers.* 

I surely would indite a prayer. 

Worthy of Ihe great occasion, 
And nothing should be wanting there, 

Peculiar to the ' great salvation.' 

I wish I had what Baphael felt, 

In happy hours of inspiration ; 
When every hue in nature's belt, 

On canvass glowed, a new creation. 

There's not a flower whose silken leaves. 

To solar fire this year displaying ; 
There's not a hue which Nature weaves, 

In Flora's loom Ihese flowers arraying. 

There's not a tint, nor shade, nor dye. 
Commingling in their soft carnations. 

That I would pass unheeded by. 
In these sincere and choice oraisons. 

And swifter than the fragrant breeze, 
Which wafts the odours from the roses. 

More rapid than the honey bees. 
Winging home, ere daylight doses. 

My prayer would reach the mercy-sea^ 
For all these glowing blessings on diee. 

The Irish girl of that calm retreat. 
Who plucked these pretty flowers for me. 

Saviour show thy smiling face. 
With sunshine bless and genial showers. 

Let her thine own garden grace. 
One of heaven's choicest flowers. 

I'll take these lovely Irish gems, 

I'll take them with me o'er ihe ocean. 

Nor rend them from their native stems. 
To answer any foreign notion. 

* Psahn, Ivii. 7—8. 
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These my country's flowers, I'll say, 
m show them to Golmnhia's daughters, 

Their natal soil, near Dublin's bay. 
And close to Liffey's flowing waters." 

On the 1 7th of last month, I visited, with a few 
friends, the Castle of Dublin. It happened to be 
the day of the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland*s Levee. 
It was held at the Castle. We had to make our way 
through two companies of sentinels ; and, after much 
difficulty, were permitted to stand in the Hall of the 
Grand Entrance, where we had a fine view of the 
visitors. About thirteen hundred of the aristocracy 
of Ireland paid their respects to his Lordship. 
They were all arrayed in rich court dresses, distinc- 
tive of their rank and station; whether officers of state, 
bishops, archbishops, or inferior clergy ; private gen- 
tlemen, officers of the army, members of the city 
university, or of other institutions of the country. 
The scene was very animated and imposing. The 
band of the Royal Hussars were stationed in the 
Upper Castle Yard, and 

" discoursed sweet music." 

A party of the 45th Regiment lined the Hall, and a 
variety of inferior officers were stationed at the difie- 
rent entrances. We waited, with some interest, to 
see the newly-elected Lord Mayor of Dublin, the 
celebrated Daniel O'Connell. His carriage drove 
up, tastefully ornamented with green and yellow. 
He ascended the grand stairway, followed by the 
new members of the Corporation, dressed in scarlet 
cloaks. We had a good view of O'Connell, as he 
stood upon one of the landings, waiting his turn to 
be presented. He was dressed in his civic robe, in 
his hand the wand of office, and on his left stood the 
bearer of the mace. H ealth, happiness, good humour, 
and independence, appeared as if holding a levee 
upon what a poet calls " the temper of his face.** He 
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seemed well-pleased with himself, and perfectly so 
with every hody, and every thing around him. 

After leaving the Hall, we got entangled in a net, 
which cost us much trouhle hefore we were liherated. 
No sooner had we passed the Castle gate, than we 
were inclosed in the midst of thousands; many of 
them the lowest of human society* Nothing was 
heard hut the cheering and shouting of the multitude, 
cracking of whips, prancing of horses, hawling of 
coachmen, and jamming and crashing of carriages ; 
some of them two or three deep, struggling which 
should first enter the gate. The scene was frightful; 
It was often douhtful, whether we should he crushed 
hy a coach and horses, or trampled down hy the 
moh. To retreat, was impossihle ; to go forward, 
equally so. At last a providential way opened, and 
we escaped* When walking home, we found the line 
of coaches, yet to enter, a mile in length. 

I cannot, at present, reply to your inquiries, as to 
the time I intend to visit England and the continent. 
The cause of God needs help in Ireland, and I shall 
not leave it, until I am fully assured the providential 
cloud is moving towards England. In due time, you 
and my other friends may expect a full account of 
my movements. The course pursued hy R * * * * 
reminds me of John, iii. 19 — 20. But is it not very 
foolish to avoid the truth, because it wounds and tor- 
ments him ? It is, as if he expected safety in quiet, 
when his danger is the same. H e must come in contact 
with truth, either in this world or the next ; herie the 
wounds made, may be healed, but in hell the inflictions 
are eternal, and the wounds incurable. Perhaps he 
has never seen that sentiment of a poet, 

"What is hell? 
'Tis nothing but full knowledge of the truth ; 
When truth resisted long, is sworn our foe, 
And calls eternity to do her right." 

l2 
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Much as a sinner may love darkness^ there is no 
security there. The advantages of heing damned in 
the dark^ instecd of in the light, are extremely small. 
I have read, that the Indians of a certain nation, 
when they were invaded by the Spaniards, were so 
terrified by their glittering swords, that ihey fled; 
considerately resolving to hide themselves during the 
day, and meet, or assault their enemies in the night, 
when the frightful weapons would be concealed by 
the darkness. They did so, but they found swords 
were as keen to wound mortally in the night as by 
day. They fought in the dark, and were killed in 
the dark. As it has been with multitudes now in 
eternity, so I fear it is with our Mend ; truth already 
pursues and wounds him in the darkness, and I 
shudder, lest, like them, he be slaia in his retreats, 
and secretly tumble headlong into hell. Let us 
unite in praying that God may avert so dreadful a 
catastrophe, by converting his soul. As ever, your 
brother in Jesus Christ, 

J.C. 



LETTER XIX. 

Dublin, January 1, 1842. 
Dear Sir, 

Many thanks for your very excellent letter. A 
sacred writer might well say, "as cold water to a 
thirsty soul, so is good news from a far country," 
Having spent so many years in America, and those, 
the most important of my life, every thing which 
concerns that country is deeply interesting to me. 
Would you believe it, that, aldiough I tell my own 
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countrymen, again and again, that I was bom ii^ 
Ireland, and have asserted it from the pulpit, yet the 
common name I go by here, is, " the American/' I 
do hope, I shall not dishonour the name ; and I hope 
farther, that, as my mother country does not seem 
willing to acknowledge her long-lost son, my adopted 
mother will not, during my wanderings in Europe, 
disown me also. If so, I shall then be an orphan 
indeed. 

When Cicero would describe the influence of 
science upon a man's character, who, though he had 
not studied on purpose for display, or to gain the 
opinion of being learned ; yet, attempt as he may to 
conceal his education, it will shine out in the com- 
plexion of his discourse and maimers. This clever 
Roman illustrated his point by the following simili* 
tude. " Those who walk in the sun, though they 
walk not to be sunburnt, yet, if they walk long, they 
will be so." Leaving his scientific proposition out of 
the question; so long have I walked under the 
burning sun of America, and so tanned have I be- 
come, without designing it, that concealment is im- 
possible; the facts of the case will be out; the 
sallow complexion, and the significant stare of persons 
in the streets, tell me, the marks of a foreigner are 
upon me. 

I perceive your taste for architecture and ancient 
ruins, is as exquisite as ever. Were you in this 
country, it might be fully gratified. It would afford 
me great pleasure to give you a description of the 
many splendid buildings which beautify this great 
city, some of which, it is said, are not to be excelled 
in Europe ; but my time has been so completely ab- 
sorbed by the revival of the work of God, that I have 
had little time to inspect that of man. You will be 
surprised, that it was only the other day J had an 
opportunity of visiting the far-famed Trinity College. 
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It is situated at the east end of College Green. It 
is a handsome rectangle structure^ three hundred feet 
in fronts and six hundred in depth ; huilt of Portland 
stone, and mountain granite ; and divided into three 
spacious squares. We inspected several of the huild- 
ings and apartments, hut there is such a sameness, 
when compared with other institutions of the kind, a 
description of them would not he interesting. The 
library is a noble room, two himdred and ten feet in 
length, forty in breadth, and forty in height. It 
contains about one hundred thousand volmnes. The 
ancient manuscripts are very numerous — ^not short of 
one thousand. How rapidly a few hours speed away 
in such a place. The College front is ornamented in 
fine taste, with Corinthian pUlars and other decora- 
tions. This institution arose under the fJitering care 
of Queen Elizabeth, about two hundred and fifty 
years ago. When the patent passed the great seal, 
it was called in that instrument, " The CoUege of the 
Holy and undivided Trinity, near Dublin ; founded 
by the most serene Queen Elizabeth." It has had its 
reverses. When James II. resided in Ireland for a 
time, the fellows and students were forcibly ejected, 
the communion plate and furniture seized, and the 
College converted into a barrack. The institution is 
now in a veiy flourishing condition. 

The Bank of Ireland, which stands opposite the 
University, on College Green, has a very imposing 
appearance. You are aware it was the Irish House 
of Parliament, 

« Ere die emerald gem of the western world. 
Was set in the crown of a stranger." 

When Ireland lost her Parliament in 1800, the house 
became useless, and the Bank of Ireland purchased 
it from Government for four thousand pounds. The 
edifice strikes the eye as describing a circle, and 
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covers, with its court yards, which are but small, 
nearly an acre of ground. The roof is flat, and a 
regiment of soldiers, I have been told, could be 
drawn up upon it, in times of danger. The grand 
portico, extending one hundred and forty-seven feet, 
is of the Ionic order. The circle described to the 
right and left of the main entrance is studded with 
lofty Ionic columns, surmounted with chaste and ma- 
jestic architectural decorations. In one place, I ob- 
served the Royal Arms of England, in giganticfigures. 
Near this, on a proper pedestal, stands Hibemia, 
with Commerce on her left, and Fidelity on her 
right; and a short distance from these, the statues 
of Fortitude, Justice, and Liberty, The building is 
of Portland stone, and cost ninety thousand pounds. 
The interior greatly disappoints the visitor. The 
lofty insignia of legislation have given place to the 
distinguishing peculiarities of lucre. The seats of 
"the eloquent orators," are all displaced for the 
tables of the " money changers," and their enchanting 
voice is substituted by the eloquent chink of those 
subUe orators — gold and silver. Orators they are. 
What Gray said of eloquence, may be said of either, 

" Thine too, these keys, immortal boy. 
This can unlock the gates of joy, 
Of horror that, and thrilling fears. 
Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic tears.'* 

The House of Lords, a room, seventy-three feet by 
thirty, is unoccupied, except by a statue of George 
the Third in white marble. It stands where the throne 
once stood, and cost, I am informed, two thousand 
pounds. The pedestal is ornamented by two figures. 
Religion and Justice. There are also suspended 
upon the walls, two splendid representations in 
tapestry — ^the Battle of tiie Boyne, and the Siege of 
Londonderry. 

I visited also, with much expectation, the Castle 
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of Dublin, but Was much disappointed. ' Witb tbe 
exception of the south side, it does not appear to be 
a place of great strength ; besides, if it has any thing 
like grandeur in its exterior, it is so surrounded and 
closed in with the houses of the citizens, that the 
effect is quite destroyed. It stands nearly in the 
centre of the city, on ground considerably elevated. 
It is divided into two courts or squares, called the 
Upper and Lower Courts. The Upper is a quad- 
rangle, two hundred and eight feet long, by one hun- 
dred and thirty broad : the Lower Court is nearly of 
the same size ; and both are encompassed with a set 
•f irregular buildings. The Castle Chapel is a 
superior edifice, built of cut stone and richly orna- 
mented. There are no less than ninety finely sculp-^ 
tured heads on the exterior, including nearly all 
the sovereigns of England. They are all of black 
marble. This, and a very large and ancient tower, 
together with two fine statues of Justice and Forti- 
tude, over the. principal gate, were the only objects 
which gave me much interest. The Castle of Dublin 
was bmlt about six hundred years ago, and was 
designed as a fortress, to secure the interests of the 
English crown in Ireland. It has been the residence 
of the Lord Lieutenants for nearly three bundled 
years. I understand it contains forty thousand stand 
of arms. There are many things in and around it, 
doubtless, worthy of being seen, but I had not time 
to gratify my curiosity. 

The General Post OflSce is on a scale of great 
magnificence; built principally of what they call 
here, mountain granite, and cost fifty thousand 
pomids. It is two hundred and twenty- three feet in 
front, five hundred and fifty feet in depth, and fifty 
feet high ; has a grand portico, eighty feet long, with 
six majestic Ionic pillars. On the top of the portico 
are three statues — Hibemia resting on her spear and 
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karped shieM ; Mercury witii his caduceus and purse ; 
and Fidelity with her finger upon her lips, and a key 
in the other hand. Near these are the Royal Arms 
of England. There is nothing striking in the interior^ 

Nearly fronting the Post Office, in the centre of 
Sackville street, stands Nelson's Pillar. It is a well 
proportioned fluted column, of the Tuscan order, one 
hundred and thirty-four feet high ; is ascended within 
its circumference by a stone stairway. A fine view 
of the city can be had from its top, while the observer 
is protected by a parapet and iron railing. The 
statue of Nelson, leaning on the capstan of a ship, 
adorns its top. Upon the four pannels of the pedes^ 
tal, are sculptured the principal victories of the hero. 

The Custom House is an immense pile; three 
hundred and seventy-five feet in length, and two 
hundred and ^ve in depth, built of Portland stone, 
and mountain granite. The four fronts face the 
four cardinal points, and are decorated with beauti- 
fully sculptured designs. The south front has a 
splendid portico, surmounted with statues of Neptune, 
Plenty, Industry, and Mercury. There is dso in 
the same front, a beautiful representation in alto re- 
lievo, of the union of Ireland and England. They 
are seated in a car of shell. Neptime, with his 
trident, is cheering away Famine and Despair ; and, 
at a distance is seen, a fleet approaching in full sail. 
The key-stones of the arches have heads upon them, 
which, I have been told, represent the different rivers 
of Ireland. The north front has a handsome portico 
of four pillars, surmounted with statues representing 
Europe, Asia, Africa, and America. The whole is 
crowned with a majestic dome, one hundred and 
twenty feet high, upon which is a statue of Hope, 
thirteen feet in height, leaning upon her anchor. 

The famous Four Courts must not be overlooked* 
Although I have often walked past and around this 
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superb pile^ I never visited the interior; liavingf 
hiUierto found such a sameness in the intemid 
arrangements of these large public buildings^ I begin 
to feel little desire to enter within. I find greater 
pleasure in scanning the fine outlines, nice proportions, 
and architectural decorations of the exterior; ex- 
claiming as did the disciple, when viewing the 
beautiful temple at Jerusalem, " Master, see what 
manner of stones, and what buildings are here.*' 
Attending at the same time, with solemn aj^e, to that 
voice, which addressed the same admiring disciple, 
^' Seest thou these great buildings P there shall not 
be^ left one stone upon another that shall not be 
thrown down." This noble building stands upon the 
banks of the Liffey. Architects have denominated 
it an " oblong rectangle," four hundred and forty feet 
in front, and one hundred and seventy in depth. 
The centre pile has a portico of six Corinthian co- 
lumns supporting a pediment, and surmoimted with a 
gigantic statue of Moses, having Justice on one hand, 
and Mercy on the other. On the comers are the sta- 
tues of Wisdom aud Authority, in a sitting posture. The 
lofty dome gives a most imposing and splendid finish. 
Several of the churches are very ancient A few 
weeks ago, I visited St. Patrick's Church. It is a 
noble edifice, three hundred feet long, and eighty 
broad, with a steeple and spire two hundred and 
twenty-three feet high. It stands on the site of an 
old church, founded by St Patrick, six hundred 
years after the birth of Christ. About seven hundred 
years ago, the old church was demolished, and the 
present Cathedral erected in its stead. The well, 
where it is said St Patrick baptized his first converts, 
is near where the steeple now stands, but I suppose 
it is filled up, as I saw nothing of it. It is difficult 
to define one's sensations when gazing upon various 
parts of this ancient and venerable structure. The 
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Operations of time and storms^ displayed in the 
mouldering appearance of the exterior, inspire melan- 
choly feelings, which are increased on passing through 
the interior, especially that part of it which is deserted. 
Only a very small portion of this large pile is appro- 
priated to Divine service ; the remainder is seatless, 
but decently flagged, well roofed, and very clean, 
affording an extensive promenade, where surrounding 
objects force the mind to pensive musings. In this 
part, there are many ancient monuments. The fine 
marble statue of St. Patrick appears as perfect as 
when it came from the chisel of the artist, seven 
himdred years ago. A large perpendicular stone, of 
mountain granite, stands over the remains of one 
Michael Triguiy, Archbishop of Dublin. The 
prelate is sculptured thereon, in the habit peculiar to 
the dignitaries of the church, in his day. The whole 
being in bass-relief, the features and drapery are in 
a good state of preservation. It is nearly four cen- 
turies old» The famous Dean Swift, long the Dean 
of this Cathedral, is interred here, and a monument 
is erected to his memory ; near which, is a tablet to 
the memory of his intimate friend and favourite, Mrs. 
Johnson. The following is the inscription : — 

Underneath lies interred the 

mortal remains 

of Mrs. Hester Johnson, better 

known to the world by the 

name of Stella, under which 

she is celebrated in the 

writings of Dr. Jonathan Swift, 

Dean of this Cathedral. 

She was a person 

of extraordinary endowments, 

and accomplishments in body, 

mind, and behaviour, justly 



156 caughey's 

admired and respected by all who knew 

her, on account of her 

many eminent virtues, 

as well as for her great 

natural and acquired perfection. 

She died, Jan. 27th, 1727, 

in the 46 th year of her age, 

and by her will, bequeathed 

one thousand pounds towards 

the support of a chaplain 

to the hospital founded in 

this city, by Doctor Stephens. 

The cenotaphs and ancient relics, in the part used 
for Divine worship, are niunerous. A very remarka- 
ble one erected nearly two hundred years ago, stands 
near the communion table. It consists of a nobleman 
and his lady, together with sixteen members of their 
family ; some kneeling, others standing ; the figures 
are chiefly in marble, and almost as large as life. 
Adjacent is the monument of Archbishop Strithe, of 
the fifteenth or sixteenth century, in full length, and 
habited more like a military chieftain than a clergyman. 
In this part of the Church I noticed a cannon ball 
suspended by a chain, and was informed it was the 
messenger of death to Adam Loftus, Viscount Lisbume, 
while sitting in his tent, during the siege of Limerick. 

Here, also, is a numerous display of banners, be- 
longing to ^e order called " the Knights of St. 
Patrick." I coimted fifty-five of them, projecting 
from different parts of the walls. 

I also paid a visit to the Cathedral of Christ's 
Church. This venerable edifice stands nearly in the 
centre of the city. 1 1 is in the form of a long cross, has 
a steeple, but no spire. Its appearance is time-worn 
and gloomy; and no wonder, for it has stood the 
pelting storms of nearly eight hundred years. The 
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interior afforded me a rich feast : I was particularly 
interested with the tomh and statue of Richard de 
Clare, Earl of Strigue and Pembroke. He was an 
English nobleman, an officer in the aimy, and a 
prominent instnunent in the establishment of English 
ascendancy, at the time of the invasion, 1 169. From 
his skill in archeiy he obtained the name of Strong- 
bow. I have been able to gather but little of his histoiy. 
It seems he espoused the cause of Dermot Macmor- 
rogh, an Irish prince, who had eloped with the wife of 
O'Rourke, king of one of the provinces of Ireland. 
Roderick O'Connor, monarch supreme in the south of 
Ireland, taking the part of the injured husband, in- 
volved the nation in a civil war. Dermot having 
been defeated several times in battle, fled to England, 
and solicited aid against his enemies from Henry II. 
This was granted, and soon after Ireland fell under 
English ascendancy. This Strongbow was despatched 
to Ireland, and achieved wonders. His statue, and 
that of his wife, have no doubt been good specimens 
of the sculpture of the twelfth century, but have been 
mutilated and disfigured by the falling in of the south 
wall of the church about three hundred years since. 
About that time, a plate was put into the newly 
erected wall, just over the fallen statues. It bears 
the following inscription : — 

This avncyent monv — 
ment : of Strangbowe : called : comes : Strangulensis 
lord of : Chepsto : and : Ogney : the : first : and : 
principal : invader : of : Irland : 1 169 : qui obiit : 
1 177 : the : monvment : was : broken : by : the fall : 
of : the : roff : and bodye : of Christes church : in 
An : 1562 : and : set : up, again : at : the : charges : 
of : the : right honorable : Sr heniri : Sydnie : knight : 
of : the : noble : order : 1 president : Christ wailes : 
1 deputy : of : irland : 1570. 
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It is difficult to decipher the plate, but I believe there 
is no material mistake in the above. I noticed two 
other statues, as large as life, much mouldered and 
coloured by age; they are considered to be those of 
Charles I. and Charles II. 

The Church of St Michan's is a very old building. 
The steeple has an aspect even more ancient than 
those I have just been describing. The Curate was 
very kind in conducting us through the interior, and 
permitting us to see the records of marriages, bap- 
tisms, and burials which had taken place hundreds of 
years ago. The reported singularity of the soil, or 
atmosphere of the vaults, induced us to visit them. 
It appears that bodies placed here do not putrefy and 
dissolve, as they do in other places. They rather 
wither and shrivel like parchment. I saw a body in 
this state, in an open coffin; although one hundred 
and thirty-one years had passed away since its in- 
terment, it was still entire. The slon seemed to 
compress the bones like leather — the fingers and toes, 
with their respective nails, looked as perfect as if they 
had been but a short time in the coffin. There were 
several other corpses in the same state. On noticing 
two headless trunks in open coffins, with a head l3dng 
on the breast of each, the sexton informed me they 
were two brothers, who were tried, condemned, hung, 
and beheaded, during the great rebellion forty-four 
years ago. 

I visited several other fine buildings and institu- 
tions ; but time will not permit me to describe them. 
I must not, however, omit to notice my visit to the Royal 
Hospital; it is a rectangle of three hundred and six 
feet by two hundred and eighty-eight, and has four 
handsome front views. In the centre is an elegant 
area, tastefully laid out in little grass plots. There 
is an air of quiet seclusion around it, and great neat- 
ness and simplicity. It is an asylum for disabled 
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imd worn-out officers and soldiers; erected in the 
year 1680, at an expense of £24,000. The Chapel 
is pretty, and the variety of ornament ai'ound the 
altar rather unique. The figures are principally 
representations of the types of the Old Testament, 
illustrative of the hlessings of the Gospel dispensa- 
tion. They are exquisitely carved in old Irish oak. 
The ceiling is slightly concave, and decorated with 
a great variety of fruits and flowers. Angelic figures, 
with extended wings, are looking down upon the 
audience as with great earnestness. These ornaments 
are in stucco, and drop downward from the ground of 
the ceiling several inches. Over the door of the 
great Hall, leading to the Chapel, I was shown three 
banners, torn almost to rags; two of them were at the 
siege of Gibraltar, sixty years since; and the middle 
one, a relic of the memorable battle of the Boyne, 
one hundred and fifty years ago. That was the 
battle, you will remember, which established the 
Protestant religion in Ireland. This institution lies 
south of the Liffey, and has sixty acres of the Pho&nix 
Park attached to it, by a grant of Charles II. 

The Wesley an Methodists have three very res- 
pectable chapels in the city, and several smaller ones 
in the vicinity ; but, as there is nothing particularly 
interesting in their architecture, I shall forbear des- 
cription. The Methodists in this country seem more 
anxious to provide acconmiodations for the greatest 
possible number of hearers, than to expend their money 
on costly decorations, which sometimes leave the mul- 
titude unprovided for. The chapel in Whitefriar street 
should not, however, pass unnoticed. It was erected by 
Mr. Wesley ten or twelve yeai's after the first Methodist 
Society was formed ; and a venerable building it is, 
quite in the old style, very plain, and without any 
communion place. The lobby overhead is furnished 
on either side with a suite of convenient rooms, in 
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one of which died that eminent minister of Jesus 
Christ, Thomas Walsh. After a long and severe 
conflict with the powers of darkness, while a few of 
his hrethren were praying for him in an adjoining 
room, he hurst into a transport of joy, exclaiming— r- 
" He is come ! He is come ! My Beloved is mine 
and I am is — ^his for ever !" — and sweetly fell asleep 
in Jesus. 

Last night, I assisted Mr. Waugh in holding what 
I think he called the ninetieth watch-night meet- 
ing, held in jthis chapel. My sensations were pe* 
culiarly humhling, when reflecting, " I am now 
standing in a pulpit once so effectually occupied hy 
the Wesleys and the' seraphic Fletcher." The Lord 
has lately honoured this consecrated place hy the 
conversion of many sinners. 

As you have heard of the revival here, I need 
say hut little more at present, than, that it is still 
advancing, though not with such power as it did 
a few weeks hack. I leave for Limerick in a 
few days. I am glad the remarks in the post^ 
cript of my letter of the 13th July, to * * * * 
drove Mr. ***** from his intrenchments. The 
manoeuvres to which he has recourse, may he allow- 
able in war, but not in religion. It seems, his 
present defence is morality ; and, I will venture to 
say, it is the only rampart between him and hell, and 
a flimsy one it is. Allow me, however, to tell him, 
that I fear he is more deeply involved in sin than 
ever. For a man who admits that he has never ex^ 
perienced remission of sins, nor regeneration, to claim, 
at the same time, an exemption from the necessity 
of such a change as those terms imply, on grounds 
of strict morality, one cannot think of him under any 
other impression, than that of his running with fearful 
presumption, against that awful declaration of the 
Holy Ghost, ** If we say that we have no sin, we de> 
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ceive ourselves^ and the truth is not in us.*' The 
following verse is plainer^ and explains the former ; 
*' If we say that we have not sinned, we make him a 
liar, and his word is not in us." 1 John, i. 8—10. 
It is also written, *' for by the works of the law," 
that is by morality, " shall no flesh be justified." 
Whatever such starving samples of morality may 
avail for the heathen in another day, I am sure, they 
will be quite useless to him who has been made ac- 
quainted with the plan of salvation by Jesus Christ. 
" The moralist," says one, " rejects the offers of God's 
onercy through the Gospel, and looks for it through 
another channel. He challenges the approbation of 
his Judge, on the measure and worth of his perfor- 
mances, and puts away from him, that righteousness 
of Christ, in the measure of which 5iere is no 
short-coming. Is he not, by this attitude, holding 
out against God, and that too, on a question where 
the justice of God stands committed against him ? 
Is not the poor sinner of a day, entering into a fear- 
ful controversy with all the plans, and all the perfec- 
tions of the Eternal ? Is it difficult to conceive every 
attribute of the Divinity gathering into a frown of 
deeper indignation against the daringness of him who 
thus demands the favour of the Almighty on some 
plea of his own, and resolutely declines it on that 
only plea under which the acceptance of the sinner 
can be in harmony with the glories of God's holy and 
inviolable character ? To sin is to defy God ; 
but the presumptuous thought that he will smile 
complacency upon it, involves another and more 
deliberate attack upon his government; and all its 
sanctions, and all its severities, are let loose upon us 
in greater force and abundance, if we reject, or mix, 
or refuse, our single, entire, and undivided reliance' 
on Him who alone magnified the law and made it 
honourable." But what is the state of his poor soul 
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all this time ? Is it not starving for the " bread of 
life," — for food congenial to its nature ? God never 
has sent, nor will he ever send down salvation to the 
soul that rejects the atoning sacrifice, and in the face 
of all he has said, persists in claiming acceptance and 
grace on the ground of innocence. Tell him, from 
me, he has lived long enough in the world to know, 
that as there are more ways than one to commit 
suicide, so the means of destroying the soul may be 
equally varied. A man may stab or starve his body 
to death; so the sinner may, either by stabbing or 
starving his soul, involve it in the torments of hell. 
The murderer, whoremonger, profane swearer, sab- 
bath-breaker, drunkard, thief, or extortioner, stabs 
his soul ; but the man who trusts in his morality, 
and expects salvation through that, starves it : his 
danmation may indeed be slower than the other, but 
it is quite as sure. — " He that believeth not shall be 
damned." I would urge him to re-consider the case; 
to take a retrospect of his past life, — to examine closely 
the workings of a depraved heart, — and to read the 
Scriptures carefully, and with deep hiunility ; especially 
the New Testament. He will ^ere discover that he 
is a poor shipwrecked sinner, and that if he seize 
upon any other plank than the one thrown out for 
him by the Gospel, it will most assuredly let him 
down into the gulf of perdition. I remain, dear Sir, 
as ever, j ^ 

P. S. Please present my love to * * * * * with a 
request that she will read Romans, x. 5 — 9, upon 
her knees before God ; and to this I will add, by way 
of illustration, what St. Austin said to one who inquired 
*' how can I get an arm long enough to reach Christ 
in heaven? Believe and thou hast taken hold of 
him." — Crede et tennisti! was the answer of the 
man of God. 
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LETTER XX. 



TO MY 8I8TEB IN THE UNITED STATES. 

Limerick, January 28, 1842. 
My dear Sister, 

Although I have this day written half a dozen 
letters to different parts of America, I cannot let this 
mail leave without posting one for you. My last 
was dated Duhlin, where I remained till the morning 
of the 7th instant. On the night of Thursday the 
6th, I preached my last sermon in Abbey street 
chapel. That large house was crowded in every part. 
I had taken my farewell at two of the other chapels, 
and affecting seasons they were ; but the scene at Abbey 
street surpassed any thing of the kind I had ever be- 
held. After sermon, about thirteen hundred persons 
remained to bid me farewell; and they intimated most 
significantly, that out of the house they would not go 
until they had shaken hands with me. I bore up 
under the excitement till I thus parted with two 
hundred of them, chiefly young converts, but their 
tears and cries so affected me that I could not bear 
it, and excused myself from proceeding, saying I 
would imitate the converted Indian Chief, '^ shake 
hands with them in my heart," by singing 

" Amen, Amen, my soul replies, 
I'm bomid to meet you in the skies. 

And claim my mansion there : 
Now here's my heart, and here my hand. 
To meet you in that heavenly land, 

Where we shall part no more." 

When this was over, matters became worse and worse, 
I was hemmed In on every side. At last two or three 

m2 
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brethren, in mercy, undertook to set me free ; and 
they had a task. With much trouble they opened a 
small path, and through a forest of hands I gained 
the street ; when lo ! it was lined to my home, at Mr 
M'Comas*s. The door was surrounded with people, 
but some friends succeeded in pulling me into the 
house; but even here there was little relief, as many 
were inside. The sorrowful hearts of the pe<^le 
at my departure, and a deep sense of my own un- 
worthiness and utter insignificancy, crushed my spirit 
to the very dust Never in all my travels have I 
met with a people equal to those of Dublin. Their 
affection knew no bounds ; I cannot tell you all, my 
dear sister, but their many acts of kmdness and 
generous friendship are too deeply engraven upon 
5ie heart of your unworthy brother, ever to be 
obliterated. 

I had a very pleasant ride, though rather cold, 
from Dublin to Limerick. Our route lay through 
several towns and villages, among which were Mary- 
borough and Roscrea. I had a glance at a round 
tower, the first of the kind I had ever seen. You 
are aware these towers are the most ancient buildings 
in Ireland ; the time of their erection, as well as their 
design, is entirely conjectural. 

I am most agreeably entertained at the house of 
Mr. Keys. He and his sister are very intelligent 
persons, exceedingly kmd, and deeply devoted to 
God. Several precious souls have been converted since 
my arrival. I preached one hundred and. twenty- 
nine sermons in Dublin, and about seven hundred 
persons professed to have received pardoning mercy. 
Many of these were members of Society, who had 
never before obtained salvation; some were back- 
sliders, several from other churches, but a large pro- 
portion were from the world ; what the increase to 
the society is I cannot tell. 
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On the 13(Ji mst. I received the following letter 
from an intelligent and excellent brother in Dublin. 

" My very dear Sir, 

" On last Sabbath, I was informed of an awful cir- 
cumstance, which occurred on the Sabbath evening 
you preached in Whitefriar street, from this text, 
" This year thou shalt die." You may probably 
recollect, that, in your prayer, you earnestly besought 
God to spare that man for three weeks, whom he had 
decided on calling soon into eternity, in order, that 
before death, he might seek the salvation of his soul. 
On that night, a man who lived in the neighbourhood, 
had wandered into the chapel, was deeply affected 
under the prayer, and went home convinced of sin. 
For years, he had had a swelling upon the side of 
his neck, which, however, gave him little, if any 
annoyance. On the next day, Monday, it became 
sore and inflamed, and continued so bad, that at last 
he was under the necessity of giving up work, and 
taking to his bed. A physician was called in, and 
on examining the sore, pronounced it a cancer. The 
poor man sank speedily under it, as it became so 
bad that the entire inside of his throat was exposed. 
He continued, during all his sufferings, to cry for 
mercy, and at length God spake peace to his soul, 
and exactly in three weeks from that Sabbath evening, 
and at the same hour in which you had been engaged 
in prayer, he exchanged time for eternity, with a 
hope blooming with immortality." 

I had a delightful walk this afternoon, along the 
bank of a branch of the river Shannon, east of the 
city. My promenade was a wide embankment, a 
mile and a half in length, with water on both sides. 
My soul was engaged in earnest pleading with God 
for an outpouring of his Holy, Spirit on Limerick. 
I told the Lord, with deep emotion and reverential 
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awe, that if he had called me from America to 
preach the Gospel in these kingdoms^ and if I was 
still permitted to retain my commission, he would 
condescend to own and attend me in all my minis- 
trations of his truth. I then drew nearer to God, 
and represented the smallness of my congregations, 
and the comparative want of success which had as 
yet attended my ministry in Limerick. Oh, my dear 
sister, God came near to my soul. I felt great 
sweetness, and a strong assurance, that God would 
bring out the people, and awaken and convert many 
sinners before he would call me out of this city. 
The day before yesterday, we were visited with a 
most terrific hurricane. Several vessels in the har- 
bour were much injured. The roofs of many houses 
were seriously damaged, one house was demolished, 
and two or three lives lost. The beautiful stone 
bridge across the Shannon was greatly injured by 
vessels which had broken loose from their moorings, 
and drifted against it. Two ships were upset 
below the bridge. The scene was awful. We are 
expecting sad tidings from the coast. Last night I 
improved the dreadful visitation from that passage, 
1 Kings, xix. 1 1 — 13. 

Limerick has, more than once, been smitten by 
the rod of God's providence. A short time since, I 
was taking tea with one of our most influential 
friends here : in the course of our conversation, he 
related an awful event which happened a few years 
ago, by a temble explosion of gunpowder. A num- 
ber of houses were blown to atoms, and eighteen or 
twenty persons killed. His house stood next to one 
that was thrown down, and was badly shattered. 
He pointed to the wall of the room in which we were 
sitting, and said the shock dashed it in, nearly a foot, 
but it sprang back to its place immediately. He 
and his family had a most miraculous escape. The 
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house was filled with the smoke of gunpowder ; and 
when the neighbours gathered around his door^ sup- 
posing they were all killed, they made their appear- 
ance as moniunents of mercy, uninjured, but covered 
with the dust of bricks and mortar. I was amused 
with the account of the old family clock, which stood 
at the head of the stairs at the time of the explosion : 
notwithstanding the wall was torn to pieces close by, 
and the stairs demolished, the old time-piece kept its 
footing, having just enough left to stand upon, and a 
few minutes after the catastrophe, struck the proper 
hour, eleven o'clock, and continued its motions, with 
the same regularity as if nothing had happened. 
And thus, I thought, it is with time; whatever 
disasters may occur beneath the sun, time still goes on. 

** Who shall contend with 
Time ? Unvanquished time ! 
The Conqueror of Conquerors, and Lord 
Of desolation." 

Since the sun first 

" burst into birth 
And dashed from off his altitude sublime, 
The first dread ray that marked commencing time," ' 

it has never paused. Although our globe was once 
nearly depopulated, and, often since, has it been rent 
and torn by earthquakes, and devastated by fire and 
storm ; while revolutions have convulsed the nations 
dwellhig upon its surface, and myriads of immortal 
beings have been incarcerated in hell, or blest with 
the liberty and joys of an eternal heaven ; through 
all the vicissitudes to which our planet has been sub- 
ject. Time, dread Time, has never for a moment 
rested his pinion to sigh over the wreck and desola- 
tion of the hopes of man. How truly sublime is the 
poet's description. 
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"** Remorseless Time: 
Fierce spirit of the glass and scythe — ^what power 
Can stay him in his sUent coarse, or melt 
His iron heart to pity! 
On, still on he presses, and for ever. 

The proud bird, 
The Condor of the Andes, that can soar 
Through heaven's unfathomable depth, or brave 
The fury of the northern hurricane, 
And bathe his plumage in the thunde/s home. 
Furls his broad wing at night-fall, and sinks do?m 
To rest upon his mountain crag ; 

But Time 
Knows not the weight of sleep or weariness, 
And nighf s deep darkness, has no chains to bind 
His rushing pinion ! 
On, still on he presses, and for ever." 

I had a refreshing season the other night, while 
preaching on that encouraging text, Luke, xv. 10, 
•' Likewise, I say unto you, there b joy in the 
presence of the angels of God, over one sinner that 
repenteth." What a hroad and glorious charter is 
this for revival efforts. Is it not sufficient to kindle 
an unextinguishahle flame of zeal in the breast of a 
minister of Christ ? How clearly does it reveal the 
intimate connection existing between the world of 
mind in heaven, and the world of mind upon earth. 
Does it not show that God has linked his great 
family above and below, by the strong and powerful 
ties of brotherhood ? There is a law of S3rmpathy 
between the material heavens and earth ; in virtue of 
which, the moon acts upon the ocean, and the pul- 
sations of that sympathy are felt on every shore, as 
the tides follow the footsteps of that waxing and 
waning luminary. The sun too 

" Of this great world, both eye and soul," 

acts upon the atmosphere : this in turn affects the 
ocean, and from its bosom, draws forth and upwards. 
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those copious exhalations^ which we see floating in the 
upper regions of the atmosphere, and which are wafted 
along " on the wings of Uie wind," till they are sus- 
pended over the thirsty land. The sympathetic action 
is continued. A part of the atmosphere is highly 
rarified hy the sun's heams, perhaps assisted hy the 
moon's attractions, and the earth's motions; a cur- 
rent of air is stirred, it increases to a gale, the clouds 
are driven against each other, and are hroken ; the 
earth keeps up her attractions, and the rain drops 
retain their gravitation, and, hy mutual sympathies, 
they meet amid the universal consentings of heaven 
and earth. 

" Thus vapours tum'd to clouds obscure the sky, 
And clouds dissolved the thirsty ground supply." 

Again, the earth, on her part, reciprocates, and sym- 
pathizes with the heavens, and returns from her heart, 
those countless streams, which swell into rivers, and 
flow hack again to the ocean, from thence again 
to make their perilous ascent, and descend upon 
'* the showered earth." 

It appears that it is in the great chain of nature, as in 
the long chain of " the law and the prophets," there 
are many links, hut the first and the last are love^ 
links. The former centres in God ; " thou shalt love 
the Lord thy God, with all thy heart, and with all 
thy soul, and with all thy mind ;" and the latter is 
attached to man, '* thou shalt love thy neighbour as 
thyself." " On these two commandments," says our 
Lord, [as upon the first and last links of a chain] 
" hang all the law and the prophets." If the allusion 
to the above beautiful declaration of our Lord, as 
illustrative of the operations of God in nature, for 
the good of man, needs any explanation, we must 
refer to his own language, previous to his incarnation, 
as recorded in Hosea, ii. 21 — 22. "And it shall 
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come to pass in that day, I will hear^ saith the Lord, 
I will hear the heaveos, and they shall hear the 
earth, and the earth shall hear the com, and the wine, 
and the oil, and they shall hear Jezreel." Here is 
a stupendous chain, each link depending upon, and 
influencing the other ; but the first link centres in 
God. '' I," (that is God) " will hear the heavens." 
The atmospheric heavens — the great reservoir of 
clouds and storms ; " I will hear" their sighs for 
liberty to send down the fertilizing shower. *' And 
they," (the heavens) " shall hear the earth," suppli- 
cating for the refreshing rain, " and the earth shall 
hear the com, and the wine, and the oil," another class 
of petitioners, the representatives perhaps of the en- 
tire vegetable kingdom ; and they shall invoke the 
earth. " The earth shall hear the com," &c. The 
last link in this harmonious chain, is attached to man ; 
"and they," (the com, vines, and olives) " shall hear 
Jezreel," (the human family, a part being put for 
the whole. ) Here is a chain of suppliants ; but how 
mutual and powerful the influences they exert upon 
each other. 

The com, &c. hear Jezreel, and the earth hears 
the supplicating com, vines, olives ; and the heavens, 
(the clouds, sun, moon, perhaps the whole solar 
system) hear the invoking earth, and these appeal to 
the Almighty, and he hears, and sends down through 
the entire chain, his benevolent sympathies. God 
speaks to the heavens — ^the heavens to the clouds — 
these receiving a larger supply of moisture, and 
stirred by the winds, or drawn together by mutual 
attractions, equalize their heat by electric glances ; 
the air rings with their thundering voices, and hea- 
ven's high dome resounds with their eloquence in 
favour of the parched earth. The compassion is 
general — arises to a climax, and the vast and cloudy 
concourse dissolve in tears ; and rushing downwards. 
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unite with the earth in honds of everlasting friend- 
ship. The earth hears the silent implorings of 
vegetative nature^ and answers hy sending a refreshing 
tide through all the arteries and veins of her generous 
bosom ; vegetation refreshed hears the call of man's 
necessities^ and brings forth an abundant supply; 
while he^ the monument of mercy, and favourite of 
heaven, acknowledges, with adoring gratitude, the 
source from whence all these blessings flow, saying, 
*' Bless the liOrd, O my soul, and all that is within 
me bless his holy name. Bless the Lord, O my soul, 
and forget not all his benefits ; who crowneth thee 
with loving-kindness and tender mercies, who satis- 
fieth thy mouth with good things, so that thy youth 
is renewed like the eagles." 

What a line of links has the Almighty established, 
as a method of communication between himself and 
his intelligent but fallen creatures. And what other 
design, than to bring about that spiritual union 
between himself and us, so strongly expressed in the 
last verse of the above chapter of Hosea. " And I 
will say to them which were not my people. Thou 
art my people; and they shall say. Thou art my 
God." Perhaps I have carried the figure to an un- 
necessary length, but the thought which rested upon 
my mind when starting it, was, that there is a law of 
sympathy prevailing throughout the universal world 
of mind, as influential as the laws of surrounding 
materialism, which imparts a mutual sensibility and 
fellow-feeling between kindred spirits upon earth, 
though far separated; and which extends upwards 
and abroad, through the entire ranks of the inhabi- 
tants of heaven, exerting an influence on the well- 
being of God's wide and universal family, glorious 
and eternal. 

For instance; — my dear sister, who is three thou- 
sand miles from the scene of her brother's labours^ 
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has a feeling of sympathetic joy, for his success in 
winning souls to Christ; but does she not pray for 
him also P Again, may not this extend through a 
large circle of his friends in America ? Is it unlikely 
that so many thousands of prayers shall influence 
God on his behalf, that more souls may be converted 
by his instrumentality ? Should we doubt this, with 
that request of the Apostle before us, " Finally, bre- 
thren, pray for us, that the word of the Lord may have 
free course and be glorified ?" Does not this chain of 
feeling extend upward to the Sun of Righteousness, 
our Mediator, and from him, through all the hosts of 
heaven ? We are sure, the repentance unto life of 
one sinner, spreads a joy and a gratification through 
an extensive circle of believers upon earth ; but with 
the Bible in our hand, we cannot limit such sensa- 
tions to the inhabitants of our planet. No, the joy- 
vibrates into Paradise — a chord of sympathy is 
touched — ^it thrills through myriads of angelic minds — 
the raptures of angels are awakened — acclamations of 
joy are heard in regions celestial ; and lest we should 
doubt the cause, our Lord tells us, " There is joy in 
the presence of the angels of God, over one sinner 
that repenteth.*' Thus God fulfils his own declara- 
tion, Isaiah, Iv. 10 — 13. The promise of the twelfth 
verse is fulfilled ; " For ye shall go out with joy, and 
be led forth with peace ; the mountains and the hills 
shall break forth before you into singing, and all the 
trees of the field shall clap their hands." Likewise, 
that prophecy respecting our Saviour, in the fifty- 
third of the same prophet. " He shall see of the 
travail of his soul, and shall be satisfied." The Holy 
Spirit is delighted with the triumphs of the cross : 
" And ye became followers of us, and of the Lord, 
having received the word in much affliction, with joy 
of the Holy Ghost." Can my sister doubt that the 
S3rmpathies of the m3Tiads of heaven have a favour- 



LETTERS. 173 

able influence upon the success of a true minister of 
the Gospel^ any more than she could question 
whether his soul is encouraged and strengthened by 
such sublime and elevating considerations ? 

Of our Lord's sensations we are not to doubt^ nor 
of the influence of his mediations. For it is said 
that the " Comforter" is sent down by the Father, 
in answer to his prayers ; and again, that when he 
comes, he shall " reprove the world of sin, righteous- 
ness, and judgment." The Apostle tells us, Heb. ix. 
24, " That he appears in the presence of God for us;" 
and again, that " he ever livefii to make intercession." 
That the Holy Spirit compassionates our state, is 
evident from Romans, viii. 26. Thus, at the right 
hand of God the Father, in the highest heavens, is a 
Mediator, who is " touched with the feeling of our 
infirmities ;" from thence the chain of sympaQiy des-. 
cends through shining ranks of angels, down to the 
lowest depths of the contrite heart, where another 
intercessor is stationed at the nethermost link, making 
intercession for us " with groanings which cannot be 
uttered. And he that searcheth the hearts knoweth 
what is the mind of the Spirit, because he maketh 
intercession for the saints according to the will of 
God." Nor should we exclude the co-operation of 
angels, seeing that it is written — "Are they not all 
ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for them 
who shall be heirs of salvation." What a stupendous 
chain there is in grace as well as in nature. Thus, 
by a Divine attraction, as powerful as ever actuated 
the tides of the ocean, is the great sea of mind moved 
upon from above ; and if that influence stops not the 
current of various abominations, nor entirely allays 
the proud waves of wickedness, it does impart to the 
human soul a motion contrary to its nature ; and , 
graduates a vast quantity of mind towards the coast 
of heaven* By a chain of causes as influential as 
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any in the visible universe, does God shake the hea- 
vens, and visit the earth with showers of salvation, 
till the rejoicings of converted sinners, and the accla- 
mations of their pious relations and friends, and the 
bursting joys of the celestial m3aiads, afford a glorious 
illustration of that splendid prophesy — " Sing, O ye 
heavens ; for the Lord hath done it : shout, ye lower 
parts of the earth : break forth into singing, ye moun^ 
tains, O forest, and every tree therein; for the 
Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in 
Israel." — Isaiah, xliv. 23. 

The Wesleyon Methodists in this cmmtiy have a 
beautiful hymn in their collection, which I do not 
recollect to have seen in our American Hymn Book. 
It was quite new to me, and has become a favourite ; 
perhaps it may gratify you and some other friends 
in Newburgh. 

" Who can describe the joys that rise, 
Through all the courts of Paradise, 
To see a prodigal return, 
To see an heir of glory bom. 

With joy the Father doth approve 
The fruit of his eternal love ; 
The Son with joy looks down, and sees 
The purchase of his agonies. 

The Spirit takes delight to view 
The contrite soul He forms anew ; 
And saints and angels join to sing, 
The growing empure of their King.** 

I would not have sister think that the thou^ts I 
have written her on Luke, xv. 10, is my method of 
preaching from the passage. My divisions are 
more practical; thus — I. A few reasons why angels 
rejoice over one repenting sinner. II. The nature 
of angelic joy. III. Some distinct properties which 
must be in every sinner's repentance, before the 
angels of God will rejoice. Perhaps I should tell 
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you the reason why my thoughts have taken such an 
excursion. 

A few hours ago a heautiful flag was seen waving 
from a neighhouring flag-stafl*^ and upon mquiry it 
was found that the wife and servant of a pious cap- 
tain, whose ship is in port, had heen converted ta 
God. The nohle-hearted son of the ocean was so 
full of joy, that he commemorated the glorious event 
before heaven, and earth, and hell, by thus hoisting 
his ship's colours, " that it might announce victory" 
to use his own language, '' through the blood of ^e 
Lamb," as it waved in the morning breezes ! 

The Lord is reviving his work in Limerick by con- 
verting souls daily. The meetings are characterized 
with much solemnity; sometimes the stillness is 
oppressive. I often feel afraid it is the result of 
lukewarmness or stupidity ; but on going from seat 
to seat, and finding the people universally on their 
knees, pleading with God for mercy, or for a larger 
outpouring of the Holy Spirit, I return very often 
ashamed of my suspicions. 

The following case is an exception, but the results 
were so glorious we could not regret the circumstance. 
A woman, whose husband is a Roman Catholic, was 
induced to attend the services. God powerfully 
awakened her to a sense of her wretched condition as 
a sinner ; she came again and again ; at last her dis-^ 
tress became so great that she began to agonize for 
salvation; when a strange scene ensued. She sprang 
upon her feet, began to jump up and down, howling 
in a most horrible manner; her head at the same 
time flying from side to side, as if it would leave 
her bQdy. Some fled in horror, others fainted. 
Many stood in solemn awe before God. It was a 
terrible conflict. I had seen such things before, but 
the dear people were appalled. It seemed as if two 
contending powers were rending her in pieces. I 
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believe the devil was then making his last Mfort to 
keep possession of her soul, nor can I doubt that the 
Holy Ghost was then in the act of casting him out. 
The devil " rent her sore" and departed — Mark, ix. 
26. I saw her in the congregation a few n^ts 
afterwards, " clothed, and in her right mind,'* asr 
peaceful as a lamb, and happy in God. 

We ai*e now distributing the foUowing circular. 



TO THAT MAN WHO FEABS GOD IN THE CITY OF 
LIMERICK. 

My dear Friend and Brother, 

You believe the Bible to be the word of God, a 
revelation of the will of the most high' God to man. 
When you look into that holy book, when you read 
its sacred pages, when your heart is deeply impressed 
with its solemn truths, and when you compare the 
general conduct and acknowledged experience of 
multitudes around you, with that book and with the 
Gospel you hear preached from Sabbath to Sabbath, 
can you for a moment doubt the jeopardy to which 
their poor souls are every hour exposed ? With this 
book in your hand, you have a right to mtke an esti- 
mate of not only your own prospects for eternity, but 
also the eternal prospects of those around you. 

You must do this in order to feel for your own 
soul and for the souls of your fellow-men. How can 
your heart bleed for poor impenitent sinners P How 
can you weep and cry to God for their salvation, 
until you thus realize their dreadful condition P 

This language is not new to you, your Christian 
heart has often sighed over the abominations practised 
around you; you have often trembled for the eternal 
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ruin ydu have seen a little ahead of the giddy throng! 
and as one and another of them have heen cut down 
by the justice of God, your soul has heen troubled 
within you, and your cry has been " O Lord revive 
thy work ;" and you have long expected that God 
would defend his own cause in Limerick, and that he 
would raise up many witnesses to that great truth — 
" Jesus Christ hath power upon earth to forgive sins." 
Long have you waited for an outpouring of his 
Holy Spirit. 

I address you as a friend of God, as one who fears 
his holy name. Will you recognise that revival of 
the work of God for which you have so long sighed 
and prayed, and for which you have been so long in 
expectation ? But will you recognise it among a 
people with whom you are not in the habit of worslup- 
ing God ; perhaps, a people against whom you have 
been prejudiced in past years ? If so, we can assure 
you, brother, the revival of God*s work has begun ! 
A few souls have lately experienced the great truth 
referred to above, and are now rejoicing in the salva- 
tion of God, experimentally felt f 

In the Wesley Chapel, George-street, a few of 
God*s people have resolved to follow the directions 
given in Isaiah, Ixii. 6—7, " I have set watchmen 
upon thy walls, O Jerusalem, which shall never hold 
their peace day or night : ye that make mention of 
the Lord, keep not sHence; and give him no rest, 
till he establish, and till he make Jerusalem a praise 
in the earth;" and among them are a few, whose 
language is, " A dispensation of the Gospel is com- 
mitted unto me, and woe is unto me if I preach not 
the Gospel ;" and the cry of their heart is as recorded 
in the first verse of that same chapter of Isaiah — 
" For Zion*s sake will I not hold my peace, and for 
Jerusalem's sake I will not rest, until the righteous- 
ness thereof go forth as brightness, and the salvation 

N 
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thereof as a lamp that bumeth :" and they are resolved 
to make full proof of their ministry, by wielding to 
the very utmost 6f their strength those great and 
tremendous truths of God, which are believed by 
Christians of different denominations. Among those 
who are thus resolved to do all they can to bring 
sinners home to God, is the writer of this paper. 

When in North America, surrounded by the happy 
people of his own charge, as a minister of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church of that country, he re- 
ceived an impression which he believed then, and 
does yet believe, came from God: that it was his 
duty to take a tour through these Kingdoms, and call 
sinners to repentance, and after fulfilling his mission, 
return to America and re-enter upon his regular work. 
After having obtained leave of absence from the 
authorities of that church, and being duly recom- 
mended to the confidence of his brethren on this side 
of the Atlantic by his Bishop and Conference, he has 
come as far as Limerick, preaching the Gospel of the 
Son of God. Will you, my dear friend, help us in 
this work by your prayers, presence, and influence ? 
May be, God will at this time, give a general revival 
of true religion in this city. Perhaps your own soul 
is far from being happy in the love of God. That 
with all your good will to the religion of the Saviour, 
you yourself have never been converted ! That you 
can neither tell the time, nor place, nor circum- 
stances of your having passed from death unto life ; 
so that, our Lord*s discourse to Nicodemus, John, iii. 
on the subject of the "New Birth," is as great 
a mystery to your unhappy soul, as it was to 
the Jewish Ruler! Although you do know what 
"the spirit of bondage again to fear** meaneth; 
yet, Rom. viii. 16, is yet to your heart an unex- 
plained mystery. 

Look up to God, O thou who art waiting for the 
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" consolation of Israel !" " The time to favour Zion 
is come;'* and the time to favour thy poor soul is 
come also. "The Lord whom thou seekest shall 
suddenly come to his temple." 

Perhaps there may stand by your side a poor, 
wicked, wretched sinner, over whose head the sword 
of eternal justice has long been suspended. Let me 
speak a word to him. — ^Ah ! poor sinner ! thou un- 
happy wanderer from God, and from the path to 
heaven, what a mercy thou art not in hell. God has 
spared thee for a number of years, though 

" TTmu hast long withstood his grace- 
Long provoked him to his face I" 

Thou hast long been a transgressor against God and 
an enemy to thine own soul. O sin no more ! Turn, 
man, woman — turn ! O turn to God before he involve 
thy poor soul among the wretched and hopeless out- 
casts of a miserable eternity ! May the Holy Spirit 
help you; through Jesus Christ. Amen. 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 

Wesley Chapel, Limerick, Jan. lUh, 1842. 



Hundreds of the above are already in circulation. 

I trust the effects will be good. Love to A and 

to all the dear children ; and I remain, my dear 
Sister, your most affectionate Brother, 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 
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LETTER XXL 

Limerick, January, 28, 1842. 
Dear Sir, 

Antiquarians living in America, should visit these 
old countries, once at least in iheir lives, and treat 
themselves to one year of luxuriant feasting upon all 
that is ancient and curious. 

In accordance with your wish I proceed to give 
you a brief description of this old city. 

Limerick is seated on the noble river Shannon, about 
sixty miles from the ocean, and ninety-four from Dub- 
lin. The river is navigable for ships of a large size to 
the city wharfs. Situated as the heart of a rich and 
fertile country, it is a place of considerable commerce. 
The city annals are full of stirring incident. Some 
have supposed its foundations were laid before the 
birth of Christ. Ptolemy gave it the name of Regia, 
and in other ancient documents, it is called Rosse de 
Naileagh. Its earliest name is allowed to have been 
Lum-neach, an Irish word signifying a place made 
bare by the grazing of horses. It seems that at a 
very early period the Island upon which part 
of the city stands, was the resort of a set of outlaws 
and vagabonds, who subsisted by plundering the 
neighbouring counties on both sides of the river, 
(thmk of ancient Rome.) Here they drove their 
stolen horses. Hence the name. The Island was 
at that time accessible only by a ford; now two 
majestic stone bridges span the river, uniting the 
county Clare with tiie town. Its present modifica- 
tion of name was by the English. 

The place was taken and plundered by the Danes 
in the year of our Lord, 812, and soon after, they 
constituted it one of their principal maritime stations. 
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They encompassed it with walls and towers, and for 
more than a century, maintained it as a place of 
great importance to their interests in Ireland. At the 
time, denominated in history, " The English Inva- 
sion," A. D. 1169, it fell into the hands of the 
English, and soon after, the Danes were banished 
from the kingdom. Previous to this time, much 
blood had been shed within and outside its walls. 
There is an account of a successful siege against it, 
by Brien Boroimhe, (can you get your American 
tongue around this ?) King of Munster. It became 
the residence of the King of Thomond or North 
Munster ; and arrived at such dignity, as to be called 
in history, " The Kingdom of Limerick." I find, 
that during a few centuries, it suffered no less than 
eight bloody sieges. The last two were the most im- 
portant, as they resulted in its complete subjugation 
to the Protestant British Throne. These sieges took 
place, A. D. 1690—1. 

On the accession of James II the inhabitants pro- 
claimed the event with great rejoicings. The same 
year. King William, the antagonist of James, laid siege 
to the city. It was then a walled town, three miles in 
circumference, with a castle, citadel, various towers, and 
seventeen gates ; the whole strongly fortified. Wil- 
liam approached the walls, with twenty thousand, 
veteran troops, and commenced the siege. The place 
was well garrisoned with Irish and Danish troops, 
largely supplied with munitions of war; with the 
advantage of a free access to the ocean. Notwith- 
standing these disadvantages, together with the late- 
ness of the season, this monarch pressed the siege 
with great vigour. A breach was made, and through 
it did his valiant soldiers several times penetrate into 
the city ; but as often were they driven back. This 
desperate contest lasted four hours, when William 
was forced to retreat, leaving behind him sixteen 
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hundred men, principally slain. A few months after- 
wards. King William sent General Ginkell against 
the place, with a large army. The siege was hloody 
and desperate. I stood near the place yesterday, at 
the Thomond bridge, where six hundred Irish troops 
were cut to pieces, and one hundred and fifty drowned. 
It seems, the Irish had made a sally; but meeting 
with a hot reception, and being severely pressed by 
the English, they retreated in great disorder. The 
officer in charge of the gate, fearing the English 
might gain an entrance with the fugitives, ordered 
the bridge to be drawn, and the gate shut ; thus the 
poor fellows were left to be butohered like so many 
cattle. On the 1st of October, the city surrendered 
under certain articles of capitulation. The treaty 
was signed on a large stone, on the Clare side of the 
Shannon, close to the bridge. This stone is an ob- 
ject of interest to the inhabitants, as well as a 
curiosity to visitors. About thb time, the city was 
declared to be no longer a fortress, and the dismantling 
of its walls immediately took place. 

The other day, I widked upon fifty yiards of the old 
wall. It is about twenty-five feet lugh. The effects 
of the cannonading are still visible in the shattered 
and broken stones of the front. A gentleman, who 
accompanied me, pointed out the place where King 
William made the first breach, and the spot where 
the Irish and Danes played ofifa small battery, which 
did terrible execution among those who were pressing 
in. Here was the place too, where the good ladies 
of Limerick came up to the help of their valiant hus- 
bands. Strong affection for those they loved, drew 
them to the scene of conflict, weaponless of course, 
but seeing the dreadful crisis, they resolved to go into 
action : so pulling off their stockings, and putting a 
few stones therein, they rushed into the ranks, and 
assisted in turning the tide of battle. The heavy- 
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footed stockings were seen swinging in all directions ; 
with these they hammered the heads of the wounded, 
or those who had fallen in the pell-mell of retreat. 
Oh, the horrors of war. Into what demons does it 
transform om* race ! 

Pardon the digression, hut Limerick, wall-less as 
it is, is once more hesieged hy a small army under 
the command of Jesus Christ. Several skirmishes 
have already taken place, and more than thirty sin- 
ners have been wounded by the sword of the Spirit; 
but the Captain of our salvation has healed them again, 
as he did poor Malchus, who had been deprived of 
his ear by the keen sword of Peter. We are ex- 
pecting a general engagement one of these days, but 
it is not necessary to contrast the consequences ; I 
mean with those bloody conflicts I have been just 
describing. Should we have the victory, it will be a 
bloodless one ; and the effects so much more glorious; 
that they cannot be brought into comparison ; but if 
we are unsuccessful, the results to many hundreds 
of the enemies of the Lord, may be as awfully 
terrific as the horrors of hell surpass those of the 
bloodiest battle that has ever stained our globe. I 
was much interested the day after my arrival here, 
with the ruins of the city fortress, formerly called 
King John's Castle; consisting of three towers of 
considerable magnitude. Two of these stand near 
each other, are circular and lofty. I believe they 
once comprehended and defended the great Thomond 
gate, and have long since been chosen as the device 
of the city arms, and continue to adorn the seals. 
These towers are warlike antiquities of a very ancient 
order, and give one a fine idea of the military archi- 
tecture of bygone centuries. In several parts of the 
city, I have noticed dilapidated portions of the old 
walls. 

The ancient CathednU of St. Mary's is a venerable 
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and noble jftmcture^ in plain Gothic. The walls are 
snnnoonted by a line of gradoated battlements^ and the 
whole finished off with a square tower, one htmdred 
and twenty feet high, smgnlarly castellated at the 
top; besides, foor torrets, twenty feet hi^ idiich 
adorn the angles. The interior is ornamented with a 
rariety of monuments and inscriptions. The sculp- 
ture, howerer, possesses but little interest beyond 
being very ancient. The figures, with one or two 
exceptions, are ver\' coarse. I understand, it is on 
the continent, where this art is seen in peHecticm ; 
you will therefore excuse further descriptions of this 
kind, until I visit the continental countries^ which I 
intend doing, if God permit, before I return to 
America. I was amused and surprized to find the 
following inscription upon a plain dab in this church ; 
especially as it dates the latter part of the seventeenth 
century : — 

MEMENTO MOBY 

HERE LIETH LTTTEL 

SAMVELL BABIN6T0N THAT 

GBEAT VNDEBTAKEB OF 

FAM0V8 CITTIS CLOCK AND 

CHIME MAKEB HE MADE 

HIS OWN TIME OOE EAB- 

LY AND LATTEB BVT 
NOW HE IS BETVBNED TO 

GOD HIS CBEATOR 

THE 19 NOVEMBEB THEN 

HE SEEST AND FOB HIS 

MEMOBY THIS HERE IS 

PLEAST BY HIS SON BEN 

1693. 
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Was not Ben a genius ! By means of a spiral stair- 
case of stone, we ascended the tower. The belfiy 
contains a fine ring of bells ; the largest weighs one 
ton. Centuries ago they tolled for the services of 
Popery; now they give their voices in favour of 
Protestantism. Bells have their revolutions and 
reformations, as well as empires and churches. When 
we reached Uie top of one of the turrets, we had a 
grand view of the three divisions of the city. First, 
That which is built upon the island, called, " English 
Town." This was anciently walled by the Danes. 
Second, " The Irish Town;" and Third, " The New 
City," lying south of the others. A great variety of 
objects attracted our attention. The harbom* and 
shipping — the beautiful bridges — the mountains of 
Clare — ^the various branches of the Shannon up 
stream — and the many beautiful reaches of the main 
river, as it stretches onward to the ocean. 

Will yoiu: taste be shocked, if I tell you, that en- 
compassed as I was with many remnants of antiquity, 
my eyes rested on no spot with such interest as upon 
the ruins of an old Mediodist Chapel P A few mo- 
ments after leaving the Cathedral, we found ourselves 
standing before its venerable walls. It is nearly 
unroofed. The front is supported by four pillars of 
the Tuscan order, resting upon neat pedestals, and 
finished with plain capitals. The recess is well 
flagged, protected by a substantial balustrade. To 
the left, are the stairs to the lobby, entirely above 
the chapel. These we ascended, but durst not pro- 
ceed, as the floors were bad. We could see the long 
range of class-rooms, and chambers for the preachers, 
according to the custom of early Methodism. The 
interior of the chapel is a mournful desolation ; the 
pulpit is gone, and the whole, seatless and floorless. 
The framework of the galleries with the stairs remain. 
Ah, I thought, this place has often been vocal with 
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the praises of God. Multitudes, now in heaven, were 
" bom of the Spirit" within these waDs. Here Mr. 
Wesley often preached the Gospel, " with the Holy 
Ghost sent down from Heaven." In thb place he 
often met the society, and instiiicted them in the 
deep things of God; but they are all, long since, 
gone to the eternal world. 

The following remarks, on this chapel, are given by 
Mr. Wesley, in his journal, 1765 : — " Friday, 8tib 
June, I rode to Limerick, and found the preaching- 
house just finished. I liked it the best of any in the 
kingdom, being neat, yea elegant, yet not gaudy." 

The Wesleyan Methodists have, at present, a large 
and handsome chapel in another part of die city. 
Limerick has the usual number of benevolent insti- 
tutions, which h(Hiour other cities ; the same vari^y 
also of Christian denominations, and places of wor- 
ship, that we have generally in America. You are 
aware, that all who do not belong to the established 
church in this country, are called Dissenters or 
Roman Catholics. The dissenting churches in 
Limerick are very respectable and flourishing, although 
they are living amidst the frowns of papists on the 
one hand, and very generally the contempt of the 
establishment on the other. 

That Popery should frown upon Protestant 
churches, and persecute them, is not to be wondered 
at, but that the ministers of one Protestant church 
should endeavour to unchurch all others, and anathe- 
matise their ministers, as intruders into the pastoral 
office, is mournful indeed. It is not unlikely, that a 
church establishment is best for these kingdoms, 
inasmuch as it has been for centuries interwoven 
with their civil and religious constitution. The fact, 
however, is notorious, that in whatsoever nation under 
heaven, one branch of the church is elevated by law 
above the others, in honours, privileges, and emolu- 
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ments^ that that section becomes, and continues over- 
bearing, dogmatical, and exclusive ; and thus it has 
been from time immemorial. You will ask, *' But 
have they meddled with the validity of your minis- 
try ?" Certainly, am I not found among the Dis- 
senters ? 1 1 is therefore thought impossible your friend 
can be in the succession. I usually answer the attack 
with a smile or a pointed reply, Aus : — " I have no 
sympathy whatever with your exclusive claims. 
Your high church notions 'may do well enough for 
this country, but as we have no State church in 
America, you cannot imagine I should have any res- 
pect for such claims. Christian churches are there 
on an equal footing in all respects ; and the conse- 
quence is, they escape that humiliating persecution to 
which your sister churches are subjected in most 
places in Ireland. As to the constitution and govern- 
ment of the church of which I am a member, it is an 
Episcopacy. We have our Bishops, Elders, and 
Deacons, and allow me to say, however you may be 
dissatisfied with us, we are perfectly contented, as a 
church, with our ecclesiastical position in America. 
But I would have you understand, we lay no claim 
to any such superiority over odier churches, as 
would go to invalidate the ordination of their pastors. 
" I am become a fool in glorying ; ye have compelled 
me:" 2 Cor. xii. 11. "Yet as a fool receive me, 
that I may beast myself a little." 2 Cor. xi. 16. 
Although ihe hands of two Bishops have been upon 
my head, first in my ordination as Priest or Deacon, 
and lastly as an Elder in the church of God, yet 
neither do I on this account disesteem or undervalue 
the ordination of the Wesleyan Methodist ministers ; 
nor that of other Dissenting cleTgymen of these 
kingdoms ; nor will I allow you to go on with your 
unwarrantable denunciations against my ministry and 
ordination, without administering the rebuke, your 
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pride and arrogance have so justly merited." I have 
lately paid a visit to one or two of the Limerick 
schools — to the Hospital Lmiatic Asylmn, Jails^ &c. 
hut as I have seen nothing that particularly struck 
me in their architecture or government, I shall for- 
hear entering into details. As to the aspect of the 
city generally, you would not he pleased with it, ac- 
customed as you have heen, to the clean streets, 
tastefully painted houses, and Hvely, hrilhant appear- 
ance of American cities and villages. The streets are 
narrow and dirty ; huildings principally of hrick, old, 
and very dark and sooty, owing prohahly to the 
moisture of the climate, and the abundance of coal 
consumed. These remarks will only apply to those 
parts of the city named English and Irish Towns. 
The new city is quite of a diBerent character. The 
streets are wide and clean; the houses handsome; 
and, taken altogether, the city of New York would be 
highly honoured by a transfer of this part of the city 
of Limerick. 

I have not been here a sufficient length of time to 
form an opinion respecting the inhabitants. My ac- 
quaintance is, as yet, limited to the Methodists, 
and a most loving, hospitable people they are ; intel- 
ligent, influential, united, and deeply devoted to God. 
I think if Mr. Wesley were alive, he would have the 
same opinion of them now, that he had when he penned 
the character of the Limerick society in 1771 : — 
" Feb. 24th, I spoke severally to the members of the 
society in Limerick. I have found no society in 
Ireland, number for number, so rooted and grounded 
in love." They have two excellent men of God 
stationed among them this year; the Rev. John F. 
Mathews and the Rev. William F. Appelbe, with 
whom I feel my soul strongly united in love. They 
are every thing I could desire, and enter most 
heartily into the revival. 
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As to the congregation, although we have had 
Divine Service every night since my arrival, there is, 
as yet, no falling off. This looks like an improve- 
ment since Mr. Wesley's day ; it seems they had 
given him trouble on this head, and drove him to 
certain measures which proved successful. The follow- 
ing entry in his journal for the year 1771, is rather 
amusing: — "Tuesday 14th, I rode on to Limerick, 
and told them plainly, * If, as is your manner, you 
attend three days, and then fall off, I can bestow my 
time better elsewhere. But if you continue to come, 
T will stay with you longer.* They took me at my 
word, and continued to increase, both morning and 
evening, as long as I stayed in the city." 

Your passion for ruins, I see is still unabated. If 
I could procure you a few engravings, they would 
give yt)u a better idea of the situation, magnitude, 
and appearance of those I have visited, than any of 
my descriptions. 

A few days ago I rode with a few friends to see 
the remains of Castle Connel, six miles from the 
city, toward Dublin. About seven hundred years 
ago, it was a strong Castle and Fortress. It stands 
upon an inmiense isolated limestone rock, embracing 
an area of forty-two yards by twenty-seven. During 
many centuries it was considered impregnable, but 
was blown up by one of King William's generals, 
one hundred and fifty years ago. The fragments of 
the walls and towers are lying around the rock, where 
they were pitched by the explosion. I noticed one 
mass several yards from its original position, weighing 
perhaps ten or fifteen tons. The foundations are 
nearly entire ; and one wing of a tower, sixty feet 
high, stands a gloomy and threatening object. A 
profusion of ivy renders the whole very venerable and 
impressive. 

There was a treacherous murder perpetrated here 



190 CAUGHEY*S 

some centuries ago, by order of the reigning prince. 
I am not sufficiently acquainted with the circum- 
stances, but I believe the victim was a youth of noble 
family. Four miles from the city, in another di- 
rection, stands the ancient Castle of Carrigogunnel. 
A little party of us visited this also. The name I 
believe is purely Irish, and means " Rock and Candle." 
Of course it has its legend; our guide endeavoured 
to enlighten our minds upon the subject, but he was so 
tedious I could not hear him out, but hurried away in 
search of curiosities. I understood this much however, 
that while it was inhabited, and very long afterwards, 
a candle, in the night, was always seen burning in 
some particular spot — ^that it was connected with 
certain diabolical rites, &c. 

Who the first owner was, or the circumstances of 
its foundation, are lost from the pages of history. 
The first authentic account we have of it, is, that one 
O'Brien, prince of Thomond,had it in possession about 
^VG hundred years ago ; and that it had often suffered 
by sieges, had been taken and re-taken; and that 
much blood has been shed around and inside its walls. 
It came to the crisis of its fate in 1691 ; and after a 
desperate resistance, was taken and blown up. Such 
was the strength of its walls, eighty-four barrels of 
gunpowder were required for its destruction. Not- 
withstanding this, it is far more perfect than Castle 
Connel. The bausaltic rock upon which it stands, is 
about a quarter of a mile in circumference, and with 
the ruins, five hundred feet above the level of the 
Shannon. The walls, with the exception of a few 
breaches, are standing; also two of Ae towers, and 
in a remarkable state of preservation. The place 
where the first breach was made was pointed out; 
and the niche in the neighbouring hill where the be- 
sieging army had their artillery planted. 

We ascended one of the towers by means of a 
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spiral staircase of hewn stones, exquisitely wrought 
into each other. The stones are so constructed as 
to give an idea of successive columns, perhaps twelve 
feet high. It is curious to see these perpendicular 
columns preserved, and at the same time the spiral 
ascent continually maintained. The masonry is just 
as perfect as it was prohahly five hundred years ago. 
In our ascent we entered into a variety of little 
chamhers, all desolate ; floors of solid masonry, 
arched, hut without any apparent curve. In some 
we observed trap doors, designed either as a trap to 
the unsuspecting, or as a means of escape, should 
the staircase be taken by an enemy. When we 
arrived at the crumbling top, we were nearly three 
hundred feet from the bottom of the rock. The view 
was extensive and beautiful. * I imagine you are 
thinking about a scenery of ice and snow ; but you 
must not confound the climate of Old Ireland with 
the rigorous one of North America. The atmosphere 
here, in the depth of winter, is generally as soft and 
mild as you are favoured with in the middle of May. 
The many reaches of the Shannon were visible to 
the extent of forty miles, dotted with vessels and 
islands. Then the surrounding landscape, enlivened 
by distant glimpses of the river Fergus, and the 
vaiied windmgs of the serpentine Mague. Turning 
to another point of the compass, we saw in the dis- 
tance the city of Limerick, with its towers and spires; 
to the right, a placid little loch ; and to the left, on 
the opposite side of the Shannon, the mountains of 
Clare; while the intervals were filled up with the 
pretty sights peculiar to rural scenery, — cattle brow- 
sing in the greenest pasturage, — gentlemen's seats 
reposing in woods, — farm-houses, humble cottages, 
and villages ; while directly beneath lay a wilderness 
of broken fragments, such as a gunpowder tempest 
only could produce. It would give me pleasure to 
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describe the many singular spots and places, in and 
around this ruin, but I fear my despatch will be quite 
large enough. 

We took a peep into the dimgeon, out of which 
they had lately dug many cart-loads of human skulls 
and bones. It lies deep in the foundations of one of 
the towers. Here many a poor fellow pined his life 
away. The walls of the chapel are standing, covered 
with ivy. What warlike beings used to wonhip here. 
When departing through the shattered gateway of the 
Castle, now gateless, I was struck with the sentinel's 
lonely recess. Ah, I thought, where is the sentinel 
now ? The reply was, " in the dust" But whither 
has fled the immortal mind P Thought answered 
thought mournfully, either chained in the dismal 
fortress of hell, or a free and joyiid spirit in the city 
of the living God. We may say the same of the many 
thousands, who, centuries ago, passed through this out- 
let, either in sallying forth to the battle, or retreating 
from the pursuing foe ; death has swept away every 
one of them, 

" While Desolation snatching from the 
Hand of Time the ruin, sits aloft 
In dreadful majesty and horrid pomp, 
Glancing with sullen pride, thy cmmhling towers, 
Thy broken batdements, thy columns fallen; 
Then pointing to the mischief she has made, 
The fiend exclaims this once was Cairigogunnel.** 

After walking around the rock, and viewing the frown- 
ing battlements from various points, we returned, 
highly gratified with our excursion. 

February 26th. — ^A variety of engagements have 
hindered me from finishing this letter tSl now. My 
correspondents so multiply, that part of each day is 
employed in answering letters. 

Mr. Mathews and I have been engaged lately in 
visiting^ from house to house, pra3dng with the 
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families^ and exhorting sinners to turn to God. I 
preach every night in the week except Mondtfy and 
Saturday. There is a gracious move among the peo- 
ple ; sixty persons came forward night hefore last to 
testify, that during the last few weeks they had found 
"redemption through His hlood, even the forgive- 
ness of sins;*' and afterwards, eighty awakened sinners 
came forward for the prayers of God's people, five or 
six of whom were converted hefore they departed. 
Glory he to God in the highest ! I remain, dear Sir^ 
your very affectionate hrother in Jesus Christ, 

J. C; 



LETTER XXII. 



TO MT SISTER. 



Cork, March 19, 1842. 
Dear Sister, 

Yesterday morning I left Limerick by stage coach, 
and arrived in this city a little past five p. m. Thirty 
miles of our rout lay through an interesting country, 
but the remainder of the way was exceedingly dull, 
and the weather bleak. 

We had a very gracious work of God in Limerick* 
One hundred and thuty persons professed the salva- 
tion of the Gospel, and about ninety united with 
the Methodist Church. I was informed that other 
churches had received some benefit from the revival ; 
to what extent I am not able to say. 

A few days before I departed I was invited to take 
breakfast with^ number of the friends in the vestry. 
There were about forty present. When the cloth 
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was removed, the Rev. J. F. Mathews, superintendent 
of the circuit, rose, and after a short speech, a copy 
of which was given to me afterwards, he presented 
me with a valuable patent lever watch; together 
with an address, signed by the chairman and secretary 
of the meeting. I rose and returned Mr. M. and the 
friends my hearty thanks, stating that I should be 
most happy to roome the beautiful timepiece, did I 
not possess a good one already ; that one watch was 
quite enough for a methodist preacher — that if they 
would consent to receive mine, and do what they 
pleased with it, I would gratefully accept their elegant 
present ; but only on these terms. It was then re- 
solved that the Rev. John F. Mathews should be 
presented with my watch. I accompanied it with a 
short address, but I felt so unworthy, and was so 
overcome with the unexpected kindness shown me, 
that I could scarcely proceed. Mr. M. received it 
with such expressions of brotherly love, as have left 
an indelible impression upon my heart The follow- 
ing are the copies of the addresses on the occasion : — 

Reverend and very Dear Sir, 

At the request of a few of our Brethren of the 
Wesleyan Society, some of whom, through you, have 
been led to the Saviour, and united to His people, 
we address you a few lines, now on the eve of your 
departure from us to another field of labour and 
usefulness. 

We feel inadequate to give expression to our feel- 
ings of respect and regard to you, for your great and 
unwearied exertions, during your visit to this city. 
The results have greatly exceeded our highest 
anticipations. When we consider the large attend- 
ance of deeply attentive congregations that from night 
to night sat under your ministry; the numbers who 
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have been awakened and broi^ht to believe in the 
Lord Jesus ; and the encouraging circumstances in 
in which the society has been placed by this revival 
of the work of God ; we are led with adoring grati- 
tude to Him, the source of every blessing, to ac- 
knowledge what, through your instrumentality, has 
been effected. 

We trust, dear sir, that your valuable life will long 
be preserved to the world, and the church ; that you 
may live to publish the Gospel of the grace of God, 
which, we earnestly pray, may to many thousands be 
His power to their salvation, who shall be your "joy 
and crown of rejoicing in the day of ^ Lord Jesus." 
We do cherish the delightful expectation of meeting 
you in that day, in our Father's kingdom, where 
there is " fullness of joy," and " pleasures for ever- 
more." Now, that you are about to leave us, we 
cannot let you depart without a small testimony of 
our fraternal regard for you, and trust you will be 
pleased to accept the accompanying token, as an ex- 
pression of gratitude to God, for the blessings He 
has been pleased to confer on us through your instru- 
mentality. 

We remain, dear sir, yours most truly and 
affectionately, by order, 

ROBT. KEAYS, 

MICHL. SWITZER. 
March I5th, 1842. 

The Secretary put into my hands the following, as 
the sununary of the Rev. Mr. Mathews's address : — 

" He congratulated the meeting upon the very 
cheering circumstances in which the society was 
placed. A few months ago it was greatly depressed ; 
but now, the scene was considerably altered. Many 
during the revival had been converted to God ; had 
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given themselves to Him and to his people^ accord- 
ing to his will. 

He spoke of Methodism in terms of high admira- 
tion with regard to its doctrines^ privileges^ and 
discipline ; and of its adaptation to the great designs 
of God in the salvation of the world. The Lord had 
signally owned the lahours of his servant. His word 
had heen "in demonstration of the spirit, and of 
power." The Gospel, hy his ministry, had indeed 
come '' in the Holy Ghost and in much assurance." 
It was their earnest prayer, that the Lord would still 
be with him ; and in every place, crown his labours 
with abundant success. 

In conclusion, he observed, — this token of affec- 
tion and gratitude is a watch. The friends presenting 
it, are fully aware, dear sir, that you deeply feel the 
value of time; else you would not have preached 
with that yearning compassion for the souls of sinners, 
which has characterized your labours since you came 
to this city ; that its unspeakable importance, as the 
period allotted to prepare for eternity, is a subject 
which fills your mind in all your ministrations. 

The vibrations of this watch, wherever the provi- 
dence of God may lead you; in Ireland, England, 
the Contineijt of Europe, the mighty deep, or far 
away, beyond the great Atlantic, will be a fit me- 
mento, of the constant, afiectionate vibrations of the 
hearts of your Limerick friends : and, we are led in 
joyful anticipation, to look beyond the periodical 
revolutions of hours and days, months and years; 
terms belonging to limited duration, to that glorious 
period when there shall be duration without measure, 
without limit, and without end ; and we expect, dear 
sir, to meet you in that kingdom where our friend- 
ship shall be perpetuated for ever." 

I received many other tokens of the strong affec- 
tion of this lovely people, and left their city with 
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feelings of strong attachment and gratitude, not 
easily expressed. An acquaintance has been formed 
there with some of the excellent of the earth, which, 
I believe, shall be renewed in heaven. I do praise 
God also, that I ever became acquainted with the 
Rev. T. F. Mathews, and his colleague, Mr. Appelbe; 
and with their amiable wives and families. To-mor- 
row morning, please God, I open my conmiission in 
Cork. This morning, I walked out of the city, and 
ascended one of the neighbouring hills, and had a 
fine view of the place. It blew a gale at the time, 
with occasional bursts. of sunshine trough careering 
clouds. I spent some time here in fervent prayer 
for the town, which lay beneath ; near access to God 
was vouchsafed me, and, after pleading deeply in the 
spirit for the inhabitants, I arose from my knees 
with the fullest conviction that God was just as wil- 
ling to visit Cork, with an outpouring of the Spirit, 
as he was to send the purifying breeze, and the 
warming and cheering beams of the sun through the 
streets and lanes of the city. 

But I must soon close this communication, although 
much shorter than the last. I am amazed at the 
rapidity with which letters are conveyed across the 
mighty ocean. The posting system in these king- 
doms, is perfection itself. Only think — ^a penny 
will carry a letter to any part of England, Ireland, 
or Scotland. There is nothing like it, that I know 
of in this round world. It is most probable, that the 
regularity of the trans-atlautic mails is owing to the 
long arm of the British Government. The quickness 
with which our letters go and come, must be accredited 
to arms of another kind — those with which the sturdy 
ships of the nineteenth century fight the waves and 
storms of the Atlantic, — 

" Those fleshless arms, whose pulses leap, 
With floods of living fire." 

0*2i 
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I was not satisfied with those speculations in my 
]ast^ respecting the joy of angels: the sentiments 
were well enough^ but the phraseology was too 
poetic and overstrained. How unlike the style of 
St. John or of Mr. Wesley. Although I admire them 
both, and would like to imitate them, and often try ; 
yet, my imagination, temperament, or something 
else, frequently carries me away into this florid style. 
I hope to conquer it yet — ^many a bundle of good 
thoughts have been folded up, and may never meet 
the eye of friend or foe, on this very account. Per- 
haps the best way to conquer would be, rigidly to let 
prose be prose ; and if poetry must be out, let her 
appear under her poetic banner, prefaced, if you 
please, with the sentiments of one, who felt himself 
so near akin to the proser, that he made the pretty 
apology,— 

** My head and heart, thus flowing through my quill, 
Verse-man, or prose-man, call me what you wUl." 

So here are a few lines for you upon a similar sub- 
ject ; — one that ever lies near my heart, and which 
has often stimulated me to renewed zeal for the sal- 
vation of lost sinners. 



Whose names are in the book of life. — ^Phil. iv. 3. 

He thai ouercometh, the same shall be clothed in white rai- 
ment } and I will not blot out his name out of the book of life, 
but I wiU confess his name b^ore my Father, and before his 
angels. — Rev iii. 5. 

And another book was opened, which is the book of life. — 
Rev. XX. 12. 

And I saw no temple therein : for the Lord God Almighty 
and the Lamb are the temple of it. And there shall in no wise 
enter into it any thing that defileth, neither whatsoever worketh 
abomination, or maketh a lie: but they which are written in the 
Zamb'8 book oflifc—^v^. ui. %%-fll^ 
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And whosoever was not found written in the hook ofUfe^ was 
cast into the lake of fire, — Rev. xx. 15. 

I say unto you, that likeunsejoy shall be in heaven over one 
sinner that repenteth. — ^Luke xv. 7. 

There is a book in glorious Heaven ; 
Before the eternal throne, it lies 
Unfolded — Great Register of the skies ! 
Book of life — book of decision — grand 
Reference book of God Almighty : 
Written for onr world's last day, and final 
Winding np of all its vast concerns, when 
Inunanuel's jewels are gathered in, 
Arranged and numbered for the skies. 
Millions implicated then, shall see this 
Great title record to eternal life. 
And angel minds, of lofty reach, and 
Comprehension large, and wide extent 
Of thought, and knowledge vast, and full 
Remembrance of worlds, beyond the reach 
Of mortal eye or ken — their origin 
And history's unbroken chain, and all 
The great concerns of each successively ; 
With keen perception of the beautiful 
And grand — seraphic fervour, and 
Friendship's tide, in circulation far 
Through all the circle of acquaintanceship 
In heaven ; nor sweetest fellowship, nor 
These, nor all the fields of verdur'd loveliness, 
Nor trees of life, whose boughs unfading. 
Shade the crystal river, warbling from 
The throne of God ; nor streete of purest gold. 
Nor light encircled battlements, nor 
Canopies of softest radiance, nor 
Living melody from golden harps, nor 
Sweet response of sainte in glory, 
To the listening heavens ; nor thousand. 
Thousand voices uttering joy ecstatic — 
Nor all their blissful visions; nor 
Lessons deep and rich, from books or records 
Secret hitherto, laid up by wisdom 
Infinite, beyond the reach of hand or 
Eye of angel, in highest archive. 
May interest, attract, or so enchant. 
Or fill with rapturous joy, as close 
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Perusal of that greatest, dearest, and 

Sublimest book, peculiarly the Lamb's ! 

Of all earth's myriads in ages past, 

Her^y the record only of the saved. 

And hercy convincing as the voice of God, 

Are found statistics of a world redeemed. 

The number saved from sin, and sealed on earth, 

Secure, while faithful, from the second death. 

And by a just and awiful inference. 

The large proportion likely to be damned. 

And many a seraph reads delighted. 

The name of many an earthly saint 

Inscribed therein. — Inscribed by him 

Who sitteth on the throne, the Lamb of God, 

" Before the world's foundation slain." 

And ever as the swift-winged angel. 

From the earth, brings glad'ning news of one more 

Sinner bom into the kingdom — 

He writes in golden characters of love, 

The name of him but newly found in Christ 

And while loud halleltgahs peal along. 

Far as angels* harps are found, and melodies 

Unnumbered, from plains, or sovereign heights. 

From sweetest solitudes, or g^ardens tranquil, 

Neighbouring Zion's holy mount, ascribe 

Salvation to the Lamb. Lo ! a thousand 

Angels from the wind's four points, proclaim as 

Many sinners coming home to God. 

A louder burst of praise is heard in heaven. 

It echoes wide through all the courts above, 

And o'er the battlements of Paradise, 

Reverberations come, as voices of 

The living thunder ; resembling oft the 

Solemnizing sound of many waters, 

And yet melodious as the trembling harps. 

Encircling wide the awful throne of God ;* 

And so distinct, that all may hear those words, 

" Salvation to our God and to the Lamb !" 

Wave on wave of heavenly harmony. 

Through vast immensity it rolls. 

Until tihfr music of each tuneftd sphere. 

Is lost in that of heaven. 

Have angels thus r^oiced o'er thee sister ? 

And is thy name, in Heaven's own language 

* Rerelatknu, xir. f— 3. 
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Written there ? Oh never by a thought, or word, 
Or act of thine, provoke the Lord, from out 
That book to blot thy name and title, 
To a crown immortal. 

How sublime and glorious is the work of a Christian 
minister. How animating the reflection^ that these 
holy and intelligent beings take such a rejoicing 
interest in his successful labours. My drooping 
mind has been often cheered by such inspiring con- 
siderations. Love to A , and I remain^ your 

affectionate brother, 

J. C. 



LETTER XXin. 



TO A FBIBND IN AMEBICA. 



Cork, April 26, 1842. 
My dear Sir, 

I spent ten weeks in Limerick.* My arrival in 
this city was on the 18th ult. The Sabbath morning 
following, I addressed a large congregation from 
Isaiah, xl. 31 ; many received the word in faith and 
gladness, but some were prejudiced, and resisted. 
I had many conflicting emotions during the sermon ; 
such as light, gloom, joy, sadness, freedom, restraint, 
softness, hardness. — Do you understand such a para- 
doxical experience ? I felt deeply humbled, and 
resolved to cleave to God. At night, I opened my 

* It is not necessary to insert more than is found in the 
preceding letters on this interesting city. 
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commission more fiilly, from Jeremiah, xxiii. 19 — ^20. 
God enabled me to bear down on sinners with the 
following proposition. — There are a few great prin^ 
ciples which every sinner should consider per- 
fectly, before he enters the eternal world. 

It was a very solemn time, especially at the close 
of the sermon. I insisted that a period must arriye 
in the history of all men who die in sin, when God 
Almighty will compel them, by all the arguments of 
hell-fire, to consider perfectly those subjects, which 
during life they had neglected; that perfect con- 
sideration now, would be attended wiUi the most 
delightful consequences, — ^but that the same exer- 
cise of mind in hell, will only sink them deeper 
in its tormenting flames. I then threw down the 
gauntlet of defiance against the devil and all his 
works, and rallied my officers aromid the banners of 
the cross. There was a shaking, but the devil raised 
his signal of determined opposition. The night was 
spent in hard fighting, without any great advantage 
on either side. Hostilities ceased about ten o'clock 
at night. We called ofif oiu: troops, and so did satan. 
He had some wounded, but he carried them off the 
battle ground. Since then we have had a hard tug 
of war; several of our pra3ning men have been so 
exhausted that they could not engage in active service. 
A few nights ago, one of the worthiest officers in 
Jesus Christ's army was beaten from his post; I 
found him in the congregation with his head down in 
great dejection, and surrounded with many in a 
similar state of soul. I went to him, and said " what 
doest thou here Elijah ?" . He had just strength 
enough to reply — " There is too much noise, I can 
do nothing in the midst of it ;" — My brother, I am 
astonished at you ! It is a temptation of the devil. 
I have just been mourning over the death-like still- 
ness which is prevailing, suspecting it to arise from 
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lukewarmness and spiritual death, and I have been 
urging the brethren to get into a state of soul in 
which they could shout for battle and for victory. 
He saw it was a device of satan, and escaped out of 
the hand of the enemy. The leaders complain of 
great hardness of heart ; but they are good men and 
true, — 

"Valiant-hearted men, 
Who will not their colours fly!" 

The preachers. Rev. Fossey Tackaberry, (brother 
to the Rev. Mr. Tackaberry, of the New York Con- 
ference,) and Rev. John Greer, are possessed of an 
excellent spirit, fine talents, and active zeal for the 
salvation of sinners; and are highly esteemed by 
their people. They manifest a lively interest in the 
present conflict, and seem delighted to open every 
door of usefulness which would be likely to promote 
the great end of my visit. 

The principal chapel is a large and substantial 
building. Its exterior is quite pretentionless ; the 
interior, however, is spacious, and exceedingly neat. 
There is an elegant and dignified simplicity in the 
fitting up, which I admire. In few places of worship 
has my mind enjoyed such a soothing sense of religi- 
ous quiet and seclusion from the world, as in this. 
The regular congregation is large, and highly 
respectable, equal to that in Abbey street, Dublin, 
in every respect. The preachers insist I shall occupy 
the pulpit twice on the Sabbath while I stay. My 
mind has been uneasy about this, knowing the 
superior talents of these servants of God ; but they 
say, " Let God send by whom he will send ; we have 
been preaching to our people for several months, and 
we shall have many opportunities after you are 
gone ; we wish you to do all the good you can while 
you remain with us." ^ 
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A touching scene once took place in front of 
the ahove chapel, which will please you. It was 
related to me by an old and successful class-leader 
of the Wesleyan Methodist Society in this city, 
as a part of his religious experience. He is one 
of the holiest and most devoted men of God 
I have ever met. Although between seventy and 
eighty years of age, his mind seems to have all 
the freshness and vigour of youth. He has been the 
instrument of the conversion of a great number 
of sinners; not so much I believe by public 
exhortations, as by his private efforts for their 
salvation : by this I mean, his close, pungent, and 
untiring application of Divine truth to individual 
nnners, in private conversation. The whole of his 
time is now taken up in watching over and visiting 
the members of several large classes, committed by 
the church to his care. Indeed, he is a father to 
the entire society. The prime of his life was spent 
in the British Army. He endured the hardships and 
hazards of several bloody campaigns in the Peninsu- 
lar war. It was on his return from fighting the 
battles of his country, that the circumstance alluded 
to occurred. I will give it you in nearly his own 
words. 

"On the 21st of September, 1809, I arrived in 
Cork by the mail, about three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. I had been discharged from the Royal Artillery, 
my health having suffered much in Spain. The 
morning was fine, the streets still and solitary; I 
knew my wife and children were asleep, and con- 
cluded not to disturb them so early. I went to the 
front of the Wesley Chapel, laid down my pack, and 
placed my sword across the iron gate, kneeled on the 
flags, and praised my gracious God with all my heart 
and soul for his providential care, in not suffering a 
bone to be broken, nor a di-op of my blood to be shed 
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in all the sieges and battles in which I had been 
engaged under the Duke of York and Sir J. Moore, 
saving me by sea and land, and for bringing me to 
my family in peace. 

" And now my God and King, I praise Thee for 
all thy mercies ; and as thou hast enabled me, by 
thy grace, to serve faithfully my earthly sovereign, 
and hast provided for me an honourable discharge 
from this bloody service ; I drop — I lay down my 
carnal sword at the gate of thy house, determined by 
Divine grace to put on more heartily the whole 
armour of God, the breastplate of righteousness, the 
girdle of truth, the Gospel shoes, the helmet of salva- 
tion, and the shield of faith. O Lord Jesus Christ, 
enable me now, to take the sword of the spirit ; for 
I am fully resolved, by thy assistance, to serve thee 
as faithfully as I have served King George. O God, 
teach me to be expert in the use of these my spiritual 
weapons ; teach my hands to war, and my fingers to 
fight, that I may crucify the flesh, overcome the 
spirit of the world, and vanquish all the powers of 
darkness; serve my generation, glorify thy name, 
and be made meet, through rich and abounding 
mercy, to enjoy thee ui glory, through Jesus Christ 
my Lord, Amen." 

" I have no doubt," continued the old Christian 
warrior, "after thirty-two years experience, this 
prayer was heard and answered. Glory, eternal 
glory be ascribed to God, Within a few minutes of 
six o'clock, I went home to my joyful, — weeping wife 
and children. As I now had enlisted more imme- 
diately in the service of Jesus Christ, I plainly saw 
it was my duty to win as many souls for my Lord, as 
I possibly could. I made an eflfort, rough as it was, 
to grapple with the servants of the devil, and God 
blessed my humble endeavours. My class soon be- 
came too large, and had to be divided ; then multi- 
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plying in numbers, it was again divided and subdivided. 
In a few years, I had six large classes." 

Is there not something morally grand thrown 
around the above simple story P It is not every hero, 
returning from the field of battle, who thus lays his 
honours at the feet of Christ, and enlists for life under 
the command of the Captain of our salvation. I 
have another circumstance to relate, connected with 
this excellent man, told me by a firiend, the other 
day. It may be a blessing to yourself, and other 
leaders in America; many of whom need to be 
stirred up as well as those in Cork. At a meeting, 
several years ago, the leaders were presenting their 
class books, for the inspection of the minister. One 
good brother had but a very small class, and it had 
continued stationary for years. Our friend whispered 
in his ear, " Brother, for a long time, you have 
had but a few names at the head of that paper, why 
dont you get some of satan's servants brought down 
to the foot of the cross P He has too many of them : 
get some of them converted, and fill your paper with 
their names." The good man thought it reflected on 
his efficiency as a leader, and exclaimed aloud, '' all 
persons are not such good recruiting sergeants as 
you are." This drew the attention of the meet- 
ing, and some, who had been troubled upon the 
subject in their own case, were aroused ; and lest 
he should come down upon them once more, 
several eloquent speeches were made, with convincing 
arguments, showing why he was more succes- 
ful than themselves. One very strong reason was 
suggested, '* that he had a talent peculiar to himself, 
and, that neither God nor reasonable men would re- 
quire them to do what he did." For some time 
he endeavoured to prove that they were wrong, but 
to no purpose ; at length he could keep his seat no 
longer, and claimed the floor for a few minutes. 
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" Brethren," he said, " let us look at, and inspect 
this man, of ' peculiar talent,' and see hew^ or wherein 
he differs from, or has advantages over, the leaders 
of this meeting. 

" First, Is it in his riches ? No; he is as poor a 
man as any among you ; then it is not in his wealth. 

'' Second, Is it in his influence, flowing from high 
connections, or having heen horn and hred in your 
city ? No ; he has no natural relations here ; and, 
moreover, he is a stranger from the North of Ireland ; 
who, after heing worn out in the army, came to your 
city with a shattered constitution ; therefore, it is not 
in his connections, nor in his health. 

" Third, Is it in his heauty ? No; he is as coarse 
a looking man as any of you. 

" Fourth, Is it in his learning F No ; for he has 
never heen at school to learn to read or write ; hut 
he has good reason to suppose, many of you have 
heen favoured with expensive educations. Here you 
have the advantage of him. 

*' Fifth, Is it in heing master of his time, that 
enahles him to do what you suppose yourselves in- 
capahle of doing P No; he must attend to his husi- 
ness, from six in the morning, till seven or eight in 
the evening ; and he has no time to visit till late at 
night ; here he stands on no vantage ground. 

" Sixth, Does his success arise from his eloquence ^ 
No ; for want of learning, he has harely words to ex- 
press his ideas ; here he is inferior to his hrethren. 

** Seventh, Is it his talents that do the work ? 
No ; he has just one talent ; and, as I hope, you are 
all converted men, you have, at least, one also ; for 
as God commands every soul he converts, to ' go 
work in my vine3rard,' and always gives them a 
talent to occupy till their Lord calls them to an ac- 
count, hlessed he God, he has given me one also ; 
neither in this has he any advantage. 
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" Eighth, Well, is it in his holiness ? No ; it 
would be pride to suppose, he has as much grace as 
most of you. 

'' But, notwithstanding, there is a great difference 
between him and you ; will you allow me to tell you 
wherein it lies ? 

" Well; when you are toasting yourselves at your 
parlour fii^, on winter nights; or indolently lounging 
at home on summer evenings, he is scampering from 
Blackpool to Evergreen — from the Custom House to 
Dyke Gate — from north to south, from east to west 
of the city ; in the darkness of the night, in all wea- 
thers, haU, rain, wind, or snow ; from cellar to garret, 
to rich and to poor, to see who he can get to lend an 
ear to his counsels. He patiently listens to their 
complaints, he has a shoulder for all their crosses, he 
lets them feel he loves them, by taking a kind interest 
in what concerns them, and gives the best advice he 
can for both worlds ; in this way, he convinces them 
of his disinterested love — ^he gains influence — ^he 
prevails upon them to attend the preaching of God*s 
word — to read it at home, and pray for the Holy 
Spirit. By these means, they are brought imder a 
concern for their souls ; he gets them into his classes, 
and they are soon converted to God. This is the 
way, my brethren, he fills his ranks ; and his classes 
overflow. Has he made a secret of his plans ? Has 
he not over and over again urged you to adopt the 
same measures, insisting, that equal causes will^pro- 
duce equal effects, the world over ? and he now, in 
the name of God, humbly presses the same upon 
your consciences. If you will go and do likewise, 
the same results will surely follow. It is not in the 
man, but in the manner in which his talent is 
occupied." 

All the leaders dropped their heads, and were si-^ 
lent, with the exception of one very clever local 
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preacher^ whose feelings were not unlike young 
Elihu'Sy when he saw that Job had confounded his 
three counsellors, Eliphas, Bildad, and Zophar, and 
said, " Behold, there was none of you that convinced 
Job, or that answered his words. Now he hath not 
directed his words against me : neither will I answer 
him with your speeches. They were amazed, they 
answered no more : they left off speaking. When I 
had waited, (for they spake not, but stood still, and 
answered no more ; ) I said, I will answer also my part, 
I also will show mine opinion. For I am full 
of matter, the spirit within me constraineth me. 
Behold, my belly is as wine which hath no vent ; it is 
ready to burst like new bottles. I will speak, that I 
may be refreshed : I will open my lips and answer." 
Job xxxii. 12 — ^20. 

Thus it was, probably, with this good brother. H8 
threw his soul into it, and reasoned powerfully. 
Men will make speeches, lay down rules, and discuss 
principles; yea, do any thing, and every thing, but 
the " real matter of fact work" — ^hard, patient, steady, 
humiliating, and painfid drudgery of saving souls from 
hell ; in the shop, as in the parlour ; in the cellar, garret, 
street, or field, as in the house of God. When he had 
refreshed himself, the venerable man rose, and asked 
the brother, " Dont you keep a shop ? " "I do," 
was the reply. " Well, suppose I could tell you of 
an article, by dealing in which, on fair and honest 
principles, you could clear five hundred pounds per 
annum; would you not come to me, to learn the 
secret ? " "I would." " I believe you ; and what 
does this prove in your case, but that you love money 
better than the souls bought with Jesus Christ's most 
precious blood ; else you would have come to me, to 
learn this wonderful charm, you conceive I possess, 
for converting souls." The person who related the 
above, concluded by remarking, " That local preacher 
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entered eternity soon after, and he now knows whether 
he won as many souls for Christ, as was possible in 
his state of probation." 

Conversing with this ''good soldier of Jesus 
Christ," the other day, he remarked, " Once only, 
these thirty-two years, have I been obliged to part 
with one from my class, whom I thought a true peni- 
tent, without obtaining pardon ;" adding, " I let not 
a penitent rest till he has obtained this blessing ; for 
the following reasons : — 

" First, It would grieve the Holy Spirit 

" Second, It would prove my want of love to souls, 
and faith in the truth and power of God. The 
Samaritan not only touched the man who had been 
robbed and wounded by the thieves, and left half 
dead, but after binding up his wounds, he lifted him 
on his beast, and brought him to safe lodgings. . 

" Third, It would give satan many advantages, in 
perplexing and distracting the mind. 

'' Fourth, It would set a bad example to all who 
may be present, as well as those who should hear of 
the circumstance. 

" Fifth, It would tend to weaken my own faith'; but 
I want it strengthened, both in myself and others. . 

" Sixth, As unbelief is the awful, damning sin under 
the Gospel, he who can be the means' of accelerating 
its destruction in the heart of another, and does not ; 
neither loves his neighbour as he ought, nor is he a 
loyal subject of his Heavenly King : nor ought he to 
be very confident of his own adoption into the family 
of God." 

I know you will excuse me for writing so much 
about this dear man, I love him, and have derived 
much benefit to my own soul, from his conversation. 

The ninth inst. was my birthday. As usual, I 
observed the eighth, as a private watchnight^ and had 
a most solemn time m dedicating myself anew to 
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God. A review of the past year was attended wiith 
deep humiliation, and gratitude. Since then, I have 
enjoyed more ahiding peace, and sweeter communion 
with my heavenly Father, than at any time since 
my arrival in Ireland. Ahout thirty sinners have 
heen converted. I wish I could have stated a 
larger numher. My soul is much humbled. We 
are resolved, by the help of God, to push our prin- 
ciples to the utmost, for an extensive revival. Ham- 
mer on a rock long enough, and it must break in 
pieces; this is true, to some extent, with mind. 
God's word is as a hammer to break the rocky 
hearts in pieces before the Lord. I met with the 
following sentiments of an old writer, the other 
day, " Men will wrangle for religion ; write for it : 

Jight for it ; die for it ; any thing but live for it." 
I can say, in behalf of the preachers and leaders in 
Cork, that they seem not only willing to fight with 
spiritual weapons, for a revival ; to die, if it be God*s 
will, in the tremendous conflict, but to live for a re- 

"vivaJ, in the most spiritual sense of that term. I do 
believe, with my whole soul, God will not disappoint 
tlicm. j^^^ 



LETTER XXIV. 



TO A FBIEND IN AMERICA. 



Cork, May 9, 1842. 
Dear Sir, 

As I am wilting, to send by the steamer of the 
19th inst. to several of my friends in the United 
States, I must not forget you. I have been in this 
city, nearly two months, engaged in my beloved work 

p2 
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of calling sinners to repentance. As I take exercise 
every day for an hour or two, either in tiding or 
walMng, an opportunity has been afforded me for 
making a few observations, which may perhaps gratify 
and amuse you. Cork is seated on the lUver Lee, 
about fifteen miles from the ocean.; is the capital 
of the county bearing the same name, and the second 
city in the kingdom. It has long been considered 
*' ihe metropoUs and the grand emporium" of the 
south of Ireland. The ancient city originally covered 
tm island, formed by two branches of die Lee, which 
divided above, and joined again below the island. 
Spenser, in his " Fairy Queen," describes it thus, — 

** The qareading Lee, that like an island fui, 
Eneloseth Cork with his dirided flood.*' 

The united Lee and the salt water mix below the 
city, and form a conunodious harbour. Ancient 
Cork partook of the shape of the island, which re* 
sembled an egg. It was walled and fortified by the 
Danes, about die middle of the ninth centuiy, but in 
consequence of the lowness of its position, could 
never have been a place of much strength. 

Modem Cork has spread herself over a cluster of 
little marshy islands, separated by small branches of 
the river. The channels, however, are now arched 
over, and wide streets occupy their places. The two 
main branches, which encompass die city, are still 
open, and are called the north and south channels, 
and afford a fine harbour for the shipping. I under- 
stand, there is a resemblance in this respect, between 
Cork, and most of the cities in Holland. Although 
its position seems to be unfavourable to health, I am 
not aware that it is any more unhealthy than other 
cities in Ireland. Many years ago, it was visited by 
severe epidemics, but in consequence of valuable 
improvements, such as arching the various canals. 
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and raising, though at an immense expense, vast 
portions of the marshy ground; mch visitationa 
have heen rare for many years. Besides, the 
tides of the ocean have iree access daily, through 
all these covered channels. Their ehhs and flowi^ 
together with the current of a swifi river, giv^ 
such a hrisk circulation of pure water, through theses 
concealed arteries and veins, as keep them perfectly 
clean. Were it not for the cleanliness of Cork, (I 
speak of its covered channels, and sewers of different 
lands, for some of the streets are very narrow and 
dirty, especially in the ancient part of the city,) I 
should judge it could not escape epidemics. The 
marshy groimd upon which it is huilt; the heavy fogs 
which settle upon it, and the inunense quantities of 
rain which descend in the course of a year, not less, 
I am informed, than an average of thirty-eight inches, 
would lead a stranger to this conclusion. Since my 
arriva], I have had excellent health ; hut, could you 
see the elevated and lovely spot where I reside, and 
which I am requested to call my home, hy the most 
convincing and substantial forms of Irish hospitality ; 
and the beautiful prospects spread around me on every 
side, with elegant groionds, and walks shaded with 
lofty trees, 

** where meditation 
Biight think down hours to minutes, where the 
Heart might give a useful lesson to the head, 
And learning wiser grow, without her hooks.** 

you would not wonder that I enjoy the " full tide of 
health," and of what the world calls *' good spirits." 
So much for '' Hayfield ;" but it is in the pleasant 
society of Mr. Perrot's excellent and intelligent 
family, I enjoy that which, "whilst by numbers 
sought, is realized by few" — ^real happiness. There 
is just one drawback, and it belongs to all things ot 
an earthly nature ; I must soon bid thesis pleasant 
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scenes farewell ; and once more, " a stranger standi 
unknowing and unknown ;*' so that the sentiment can 
only be realized in heaven — " a perpetuity of bliss, is 
bliss." I know these items of my personal comforts 
wiU not be uninteresting to you ; and I would add 
another, which an excellent author says, is, '' a main 
article of human happiness — ^the exercise of our facul- 
ties, whether of body or mind, in the pursuit of some 
engaging end." What that " engaging end" is, 
which absorbs my whole being, you very well know — 
the conversion of sinners to God. 

As I have digressed so fiur, allow me to tell you 
something better than all. My soul enjoys deep, 
and almost unintemipted communion with God. 
This throws a brightening charm upon every thing 
around me, and imparts a relish for all that is beauti- 
ful and grand in die works of nature and art ; or 
whatever is engaging and pleasant in human society. 
For, as Bishop Home says, "He who hath his 
thoughts about him, can enjoy no bodily pleasure 
while he thinks his soul is in danger of hell fire; but 
the reflection, that all is right with respect to another 
world, doubles every joy that he can taste in this." 

" The mind that feels no smart, 
Enlivens all it sees !" 

There is a certain old and true maxim, which the 
people of Cork have often been compelled to apply 
to their, ancient friends, the Lee and die Tides ! 

" Our truest friends, diroagh error wound our peace, 
And noblest friends, sometimes we find, 
Are cold, uneasy, and unkind ! " 

Sometimes in their overflowing kindness, they have 
paid their respects to the Corkonians in the streets ; 
nor have they neglected the good ladies in such 
visitations, but from parlour to kitchen, the "cleansers 
went" — 

" Murmiiiing, tinkling, babbling, pnrllng,**. 
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to the sorrow and vexation, of more of the living 
than the merely hmnan. Very strong arguments of 
late years have however compelled these injudicious 
friends, to convey the tokens of their friendship in a 
proper channel. 

I think it scarcely necessary to occupy yom* time 
with a description of the public buildings, and other 
interesting objects of this kind, as they are so similar 
to those which are peculiar to all large and commercial 
cities. The Cathedral is respectable, but not ancient. 
There are also several handsome parish churches. 
I think the St. Ann's Shandon, has a more imposing 
aspect than the cathedral. It has a tower one hun- 
dred and seventy feet high, two sides of which are lime- 
stone, and two of brown stone, which give it a 
singular appearance ; and a good chime of bells, as 
you may learn from an old Cork poet, in exile : — 

" With deep affection, 
And recollection, 
I often think on 

Those Shandon hells; 
Whose sounds so wild, would 
In days of childhood, 
Fling round, my cradle 

Their magic spells. 

On this I ponder. 
Where'er I wander, 
And thus grow fonder 

Sweet Cork of thee : 
With thy heUs of Shandon, 
That sound so grand, on 
The pleasant waters 

Of the river Lee!" 

There are also the usual number of churches be- 
longing to the existing denominations of Christendom. 
The Roman Catholics are the most numerous. The 
Wesleyan Methodists have another handsome chapel 
besides the one I have already described, but much 
smaller. 

p4 
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I have not ascertained the exact pc^pulatioii of 
Cork^ but I should judge it nearly twice as large as 
that of the city of Albany, N. Y.; and the population 
of Limerick, double that of Troy, N. Y. Are you 
aware, that a tomb in this city contains the dust of 
our beloved Boardman P — I say our Boardman, be- 
cause his name shall be for ever identified with 
American Methodism. Upon an early and prominent 
page of the history of the M ethodist Episcopal Church, 
is enshrined, among a few others, the name of Richard 
Boardman. It is also recognized by hundreds of 
thousands, in our book of discipline. He died in 
C ork, A.D.I 783. On referring to the minutes of the 
English Conference for 1769, which was that year 
held in Leeds, Yorkshire, I find the following record. 
Mr. Wesley proposed the following question : — 

"We have a pressing call from our biethren ia 
New York, [who have built a preaching house,] to' 
come over and help them. — ^Who is willing to go ? 

"Answer. — Richard Boardman and Joseph Pil- 
moor." 

These were the first regular Methodist preachers 
in America. Mr. Boardman remained long enough 
in the western world to have his ministiy blest to 
many thousands ; but the revolutionary war breaking 
out, circumstances obliged him to sail for England, 
and he never returned. Mr. Wesley appointed him to 
this city in 1 782. The following account of his death 
I extract from the Methodist Magazine for 1783: — 

"On the 29th Septwnber, 1782, Mr. Richard 
Boardman, having been about eleven days in Cork, 
when walking, was suddenly struck blind, so that he 
could not find his way, till one of our friends met 
him, and took him by the hand. Soon after he 
recovered himself, and sat down to dinner. Upon 
doing so, he was immediately deprived both of speech 
and understanding ; one of his sides being at the same 



LETTERS. 217 

time strongly contracted. After a few hours be 
became nearly well : in a few days perfectly so. His 
mind was calm and serene; no anxiety about life or 
death. A few days before^ on leaving Limerick, he 
told Mrs. B. that he should die in Cork, but he spoke 
it without the least concern, as knowing in whom he 
had believed. He preached twice after receiving the 
^ock. The Sabbath previous to his first intimation 
of his call, he preached from — " Though he slay me, 
yet will I trust in him;" and it was a solemn meet- 
ing. On Friday morning he appeared easy, and 
met the people at the hour of intercession, whmi it 
was observed that he had an uncommon degree of 
freedom and power with God. He prayed fervently 
for the people, and begged that if this was the last 
meeting in this world, they might have a happy 
meeting in the realms of light. 

About three o'clock in Sie afternoon he went to 
dine with a friend in Blarney lane. As he was 
walking, his wife observed him to faulter in his speech, 
and desired him to return, but he would not comply. 
As soon as he came into the house he sunk down 
insensible. He was brought home in a carriage, and 
two physicians were sent for. They both declared 
him beyond help. He continued thus till nine in 
the evening. He then expired in the arms of two . 
of his brethren, and in the presence of many who 
commended him to God, with sorrowful hearts and 
weeping eyes. His funeral sermon was preached by 
Mr. Yewdall, from Revelation, xiv. 13, to as large a 
congregation as had ever heea seen in the Cork 
chapel." 

The follo¥nng epitaph was composed for his tomb- 
stone, but for some reasons it was laid aside for 
another : — 
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" With zeal for God, with loye of souls inspired. 
Nor awed by dangler, nor by labour tix'd ; 
Boardman, in distant lands proclaimed the word 
To multitudes, and tum'd them to hia Lord. 
But soon the bloody waste of war he mourns, 
And loya], from rebellion's seat returns: 
Not yet at home,— on ang^el win|^ he flies, 
And in a moment reaches Paradise !" 

A few days ago a young brother conducted me to 
his grave^ which is near to the Cathedral. I cannot 
well express to you my sensations on beholding it. 
We knelt down upon the stone and worshipped God. 
With deep emotion I exclaimed, "What hath God 
wrought" in America, since precious Boardman 
visited those shores. Then, there were not over 
two hundred members in our societies, on the entire 
continent ; now, in the United states alone, we have 
nearly one million of members ! After prayer, I 
copied the following, from the plain slab which covers 
his dust : — 



RICHABD BOABDMAN, 

Departed this life October 4th, 1782, 

^tatis 44. 



" Beneath this stone, the dust of Boardman lies, 
His precious soul has soared above the skies ; 
With eloquence divine he preached the word 
To multitudes, and turned them to the Lord. 
His bright example streng^ened what he taught, 
And devils trembled when for Christ he fought 
With truly Christian zeal, he nations fired. 
And all who knew him, mourned when he expired.** 

Perhaps the following remarkable interposition of 
Divine Providence, in behalf of this mam of God, 
might be interesting to you. It was related by him- 
self, a short time before his death. 
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" I preached," said Mr. B. " one evening, at 
Mould, in Flintshire, and, next morning, set out for 
Parkgate. After riding some miles, I asked a man if 
I was on the road to that place. He answered, 
* Yes, but you will have some sands to go over, and, 
unless you ride fast, you will be in danger of being 
enclosed by the tide.* It then began to snow to such 
a degree, that I could scarcely see a step of my way, 
and my mare being with foal, prevented me from 
riding so fast, as I otherwise should have done. I 
got to the sands, and pursued my journey over them 
for some time ; but the tide then came in, and sur- 
rounded me on every side, so that I could neither 
proceed nor turn back, and to ascend the perpen- 
dicular rocks, was impossible. In this situation, I 
commended my soul to God, not having the least 
expectation of escaping death. In a little time, I 
perceived two men running down a hill on the other 
side of the water, and by some means, they got a 
boat, and- came to my relief, just as the sea had 
reached my knees, as I sat on my saddle. They 
took me into the boat, the mare swimming by our 
side, till we reached the land. While we were in the 
boat, one of the men said, ' Surely sir, God is with 
you.* I answered, ' I tnist he is.* The man replied, 
' I know he is ;* and then related the following cir- 
cumstance. ' Last night, I dreamed that I must go 
to the top of such a hill. When I awoke, the dream 
made such an impression on my mind, that I could 
not rest. I therefore went and called upon this man 
to accompany me : when we came to the place, we 
saw nothing more than usual. However, I begged 
him to go with me to another hill, at a small distance, 
and there we saw your distressed situation.' When 
we got ashore, I went with my two friends to a public 
house, not far distant from where we landed ; and, as 
we were relating the wonderful providence, tJie land- 
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lady said^ * This day month, we saw a gentleman just 
in your situation, but before we could hasten to his 
relief, he plunged into the sea, supposing, as we con- 
cludcMi, that his horse would swim to the shore, but 
they both sank, and were drowned together/ 

" I gave my deliverers all the money 1 had, which I 
think was about eighteenpence, and tarried all ni^t 
at the hotel. Next morning, I was not a little embar- 
rassed how to pay my reckoning, for the want of cash» 
and begged that the landlord would keep a pair of silvec 
spurs till I should redeem them : but he answered, 
' The Lord bless you, sir, I would not take a &rthing 
from you for the world/ After some serious conver- 
sation with the friendly people, I bade them farewell^ 
and recommenced my journey, rejoicing in the Lord, 
and praising him for his great salvation/' 

Two ranges of hills overlook Cork. They com- 
mence with the suburbs, and ascend to a considerable 
height. From their summits, a hilly and beautiful 
country is seen, with a variety of extensive and di- 
versified prospects. A few mornings since, Mr, 
Greer and I took a walk down the promenade in the 
centre of the harbour, and seldom have I seen a 
greater diversity of chmning scenery. The Lee, 
below the harbour, with its pretty banks, reminded 
me strongly of the Hudson river, a littie above New 
York. It is not so wide ; but the immense shipping 
in the harbour — ^the steamers flying to and fro on the 
river ^-the vessels of all sizes skimming its surfisM^e, 
'* like things of life" — the heights on either side, and 
gentiy undulating slopes, green as emerald, backed 
with fine plantations, and adorned with beautiful 
residences, clustering in terraces, or singly peeping 
from embowering trees, or shining like gems on the 
breast of the greenest lawns ; — though not on a scale 
of equal magnitude, yet the whole brought that part 
of the Hudson most vividly to my remembrance. 
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You have long been familiar with the celebrated 
harbour, " Cove of Cork." — I mean by report. A 
gentleman of this city, requested me the other day, 
to accompany himself and family, on a tiip down the 
river; to which I gladly consented. Our little 
steamer flew down the stream like an arrow. As we 
receded from the city, the scenery became more and 
more singularly vari^ and beautiful. Splendid man- 
sions, with gardens and pleasure grounds, laid out in 
a most picturesque manner, passed before us in rapid 
succession, (radier we passed them) with distant 
glimpses of old castles and tdwers. The Lee spreads 
itself into a little lake, a few miles below the city. 
Here the water is shallow, in the absence of the tide ; 
and while we were all, and perhaps our helmsman too, 
feasting our eyes upon a variety of objects, lo, we ran 
out of the channel, and were soon fast in the mud. 
Our captain, a Scotchman by the way, was out of 
humour exceedingly with the poor steersman. His 
countenance was like a thunder cloud, and from the 
fitful flashes of his eye stemward, and the grum mut- 
terings of half suppressed denunciations, we augured 
the Scotchman made no allowance for the enchant- 
ment of Irish scenery. 

Nearly an hour elapsed before we got under weigh 
again. When we arrived at the Cove, the captain 
informed us, that in consequence of the detention up 
the river, he would only remain a few minutes. 
This was quite a disappointment, as I wanted to see 
the place, but we had to subaodt, and content ourselves 
with a view of the town and harbour from the deck. 
The latter is a fine expanse of water, wide, deep, and 
safe. The anchorage is excellent. The outlet to the 
ocean is deep and narrow; this, with the encompassing 
hills, render it as quiet as a little lake; secure from 
currents and storms. Two frowning fortifications 
defend this entrance. There are also several little 
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islands in front of the town, fortified, and covered 
with government buildings of great magnitude. This 
is considered the principal naval station in Ireland. 
The West Indian and Mediterranean fleets frequently 
rendezvous here, and indeed^ vessels of all nations — 
some put in from distress of weather^ others for stores^ 
and many in consequence of contrary winds. The 
harbour was dotted at this time with many large ships 
at anchor. The town of Cove has a very naked and 
singularly gloomy aspect. This arises, in part, from 
the barren hills which rise on each side of it, with 
scarcely a tree or shrub to cover their nakedness ; 
and from the fronts of many of the houses being 
shingled with a kind of slate. They resemble, very 
much, those old clap-boarded houses in the Unit^ 
States, which have never been painted. 

The little village of Monkstown is on the opposite 
side of the harbour. Rarely have I seen a more 
lovely spot. The houses are not large, but they are 
neat, and every thing is in exquisite taste. In the 
centre, on rising ground, is the church, a small but 
elegant object ; behind it, a grove in a '^ sunken 
glen;" above it, thickly wooded heights, crowned 
with the " toppling turrets" of a ruined castle. Im- 
mediately after leaving the Cove, in ascending to 
Cork, on the left is the pleasant town of Passage. 
The bathing establishment in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, and which is on a very extensive scale, has 
quite an imposing appearance. Its many cupolas, 
domes, and minarets, woald almost persuade one, he 
was looking &t some splendid palace on the banks of 
a river of the East I have been invited several 
tunes to preach in this town, but have not yet been 
able. There is a small Methodist chapel here, and 
a little society, renowned for its liberality to all the 
institutions of Methodism. In Cove,. the society and ^ 
chapel are much larger. 
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Several fine, ships were lying at anchor in front 
of Passage. The anchorage here is also very com- 
modious and safe. Ships which are too large, or too 
heavily laden to ascend to Cork, stop here. 

But I must not overlook — 

"The moss-grown battlements and ivy'd towers;" 

This you would consider unpardonable, especially as 
you are aware the country around Cork abounds with 
them. I have visited several, but you must expect 
little more than the results of a personal inspection. 
Many of them are not without their legends and 
romances, but I have neither time nor inclination to 
peruse them. 

On the 20th ult a party of us visited the famous 
Blarney Castle, It stands in a pleasant vale, on the 
banks of a little river of the same name, five miles 
from Cork. A square tower, one hundred feet in 
firont, fifty in breadth, and one hundred and thirty 
feet high, is all that remains of this once flourishing 
CasUe ; with the exception of a small castellated bat- 
tery close by. A singular awe crept over my mind on 
first beholding it from a neighbouring eminence. It 
stands alone, surrounded with ancient trees, but 
rising far above them, — frowning upon their aspiring 
branches, as if haughtily demanding the respectful 
homage of other, days, when favoured with the 
radiant smiles of fortune. The storms- of four cen- 
turies have made little impression upon its aspect, 
other than those hoary hues which the Scriptures say 
are a crown of glory to an aged man, when found in 
the ways of ri^teousness. One feels willing when 
approaching its peaceful ramparts to award such a 
tribute of respectful veneration to Blaniey Castle. 
The sound of the bugle and clash of arms, are heard 
here no more. Royalty and grandeur have long 
since fled away. The stir and diji of multitudes have 
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subfdded into the stillness of deadi. No s^itindl 
challenges your approaching footsteps. All is de^ 
dread^ unbroken solitude. 

** Not a sound, save natore's own, 
Could o'er the silencd swell. 
To jar the chords of quiet thought, 
Or break seeluaion's speU." 

It is built like most of the castles in this countiy, 
upon a rock. The cliffs facing the riyer, rise about 
fiAy feet The opposite side of the Castle is on a 
levels in its lower story^ with an extemaye lawn, or 
meadow^ sprinkled with fine trees. We asc^ided to 
the top by a spiral stone staircase, of the same woi^- 
manship as those near Limerick. It is roofless and 
floorless; but there is a substantial promenade on the 
top, inside the parapet^ which widens towards the 
south and east, by means of machicolated parapetsL 
These rest upon projecting corbells, having ^peiunga^ 
or crenells, at proper distances, through which, I 
have been told, in former days of hazard and blood, 
they pom'ed down melted lead and other destructive 
materials upon the unfortunate heads of the besiegers. 
The prospect from the top is very good ; but con^ 
sidering the length of my letter, you will excuse the 
omission of a description. I was interested with the 
various windings of three small streams, neighbouring 
the Castle, — Blarney, Cormane, and Scorthenac 
The celebrated ** Blarney Stone" was pointed out to 
us. You have often heard of the suspicious phrase, 
''a littie blatoey." This phrase origiimted from 
some legend belonging to this Blarney Stcme. It is 
currently reported here, and the reputed facts of the 
case have circulated from father to son, through many 
generations, that whoever kisses it, wUl always have 
9l flattering cajoling tongue; from that moment he 
is enabled to tell the smoothest and most insinuating 
lies, without a blush ! Now " dont be after putting on" 
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that look of incredulity, so peculiar to American unbe^ 
lievers, and which has frightened many a poor Irishman 
among you out of half his story. But you must hear 
an Irish poet, by some called, the '' mellifluent Mil- 
likin," describe its wonder-working properties, — 

" There is a stone there, whoever kisses, 
Oh! he never misses to grow eloquent; 
'Tis he may clamber * * * • ♦ 
Or become a member of parliament 
A clever spouter, he'll sure turn out, or 
An out and outer, to be let alone; 
Don't hope to hinder him, or bewilder him ; 
Sure he's a pilgrim to the Blarney Stone." 

Another writer tells us, in plain unvarnished prose, 
that the touch of this stone, *' makes a liar of the first 
magnitude; at the same time, a smooth graceful 
liar ;" that " its eminent perfection is a sweet per-» 
suasive language, that can whisper the softest words 
into the ears of those who are to be deceived ; — full 
of guile and blandishment, and potential flattery, and 

uncontrollable suasion over the credulity of ." 

This stone I saw, if our guide were correct; but I 
assure you, my lips were not within a yard of it. It 
is recorded that Sir Walter Scott made a pilgrimage 
to it, in August, 1825, in company with some 
others, and that he passed through the ceremony of 
kissing it. 

In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, Blarney Castle 
was supposed to be the strongest fortress in the pro-^ 
vince of Munster. It has stood many regular sieges. 
I was informed it received a temble raking from Qiat 
singular being, Cromwell, who seemed to have an 
unquenchable hatred to castles and monasteries. 
Many of the stones are badly shattered. A cannon 
ball struck a large stone above one of the windows, 
which a strong iron hoop has kept in its place ever 
since. The Castle was at last taken by some kind 

Q 
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of treachery; its fortifications dismantled, and nothing 
now remains of this ancient fortress, with its ramparts 
and towers, once covering nearly eight acres, but this 
square tower, which in tjhose days was called, '' the 
dungeon-keep," or principal tower, and a small cas- 
tellated battery. 

About one hundred and forty years ago, a gentle- 
man built a splendid mansion close to the old castle. 
This is now a greater ruin than the other, and gives 
to the whole, an effect very imposing and picturesque. 
The lady of this gentleman, I have been informed, 
was a Swedish Princess, and had an exquisite taste 
for the beauties of nature. She adorned the " groves 
of Blarney," with all that wealth could procure, — 
gardens, statues, grottoes, and enchanting retreats, in 
various positions, with vistas of shading laurels and 
other trees, the whole so skilfully arranged, as to 
amaze and please at every step. I was particularly 
interested with the " witches' stairs" — an archway of 
large stones, thrown together like rock work, art being 
as much concealed as possible. The grounds, both 
above and below this dark stairway, were so arranged, 
as to throw a kind of witchery over the senses 
of the visitor, whether ascending or descending. 
Another object that attracted our attention, was 
a Cromleac, or Druid's altar. It is a limestone rock, 
of several tons weight, in the form of an inverted 
pyramid, supported by the two sides, in a kind of 
rock work crib. It faces the east, and is covered 
with lichens and fern. There is no doubt, this was 
one of the idol altars, previous to the introduction of 
Christianity. Ireland abounds with them. Although 
" the groves of Blarney" remain, and a few traces of 
the taste of this Swedish lady ; yet, all is now lying 
a waste and romantic wilderness. The statues are all 
gone : an old witty poet points out the place to which 
diey have emigrated, in the following strains, — 
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" The statues gracing this noble place in, 
'Tis they are banished, so neat and clean, 
For on Lap's Island, they all in style stand, 
Before Uie hall door of Mrs. Dean." 

One can very well, in these sweet groves, reciprocate 
the feelings of one who said, — 

'* This calm retreat — this silent shade, 
With prayer and praise agree. 
And seem by thy sweet bounty made. 
For those who follow thee." 

There is a natural cave near the castle, into which 
we walked a few yards. It extends in the direction 
of a small lake close by, and has the appearance of 
having been a tunnel for a considerable' body of 
water. The rocks seem as if they had been scooped 
out into various forms and figures, by the long con- 
tinued rush of waters. Before leaving, we peeped 
into the Castle prison. A dreary spot it must have 
been. It consists of two little, dark, damp cham- 
bers, one above the other, quarried out of Uie rock, 
nearly underneath one of the angles of the tower. 
The only medium for light or ventilation, was through 
a small circular hole, scarcely six inches in diameter 
We ventured into it a short distance, but it was 
so dark, damp, and horrible, we were glad to re- 
treat It has been called, '^ the most atrocious 
inclosure ever devised by barbaric tyranny, for the 
pimishment of its unhappy victims." From the 
prison, a long, dark narrow passage leads to the top of 
the tower. 

It is not till one stands out in the meadows in 
front, that the forcible language of the historian is 
felt. " A time and war-shaken structure ; — the history 
of its various fortunes is legibly written upon its 
scarred and damaged features. It remains an en- 
during monument of times, and a state of society now 
happily passed away ; but viewed through the haze 

q2 
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of antiquity, appearing with a softened aspect, and 
covered with a romantic interest — A memento it 
is of past greatness, pleading still haughtily for 
glories gone by." There are singular ruins found in 
different parts of Ireland, called the Roimd Towers. 
They are of great antiquity : no record is in existence 
from which antiquarians can obtain correct informa- 
tion, as to their design ; or when, or by whom they 
were built. There are about one hundred of them in 
Ireland, ranging from fifty to a hundred feet in 
height. Some have considered them as exclusively 
peculiar to this Island ; but I understand there are 
a few in Scotland, mostly gone to decay. They 
generally stand on the north-west side of ancient 
churches or ruins. I saw one on my journey 
between Dublin and Limerick, and a most venerable 
looking object it appeared : my curiosity was intense, 
but I had no time to visit it. Hearing of one at 
Cloyne, in this county, a company of us took boat 
at Passage, crossed the Cove harbour, and after a 
walk of several miles, we arrived at Clo3^e. The 
tower, which is circular, is a very conspicuous object 
at a considerable distance, and greatly improves in 
appearance as one approaches. We ascended to the 
top, which is nearly one hundred feet from the base. 
The stairs and floors are of wood, and modem ; the 
entire suit of rooms are circular, and about eighteen 
or twenty feet in the clear, and the walls are perhaps 
three and a half, or four feet thick. The bells of the 
old cathedral have their station on the uppermost 
story. Some years ago it was struck with lightning, 
which shattered the top, damaged one of the bells, 
and either demolished or badly injured the floors. 
The old Cathedral, once belonging to Rome, now 
a Protestant church, stands at a short distance, and 
is also an interesting relict of antiquity : a large and 
singular building — 
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''joined 
By no quiet lawful marriage of the Arts, 
Might shock a connoisseur; but when combined, 
Form'd a whole, which irregular in parts, 
Yet left a grand impression on the mind : 
At least of those whose eyes are in their hearts. 
We gaze upon a giant for his stature, 
Nor judge at first if aQ be true to nature." 

The compartments, unoccupied by the living, but 
thickly peopled by the dead, are kept exceedingly 
neat and clean; well fiagged> and roofed. 

I write by the present packet to my Conference. 
My desire is to continue my tour. Nearly two 
years have expired since its commencement. It is 
doubtful whether I shall return before 1844. My 
letter contains a request for a "Location" according 
to the discipline of the Methodist Episcopal Church. 
I have asked for such a relation, conscientiously, that 
I may not infringe upon any of the rights of the 
members of Conference. By their approbation I 
have continued my tour till now. Last year I sent 
them the certificate of my ministerial character, from 
the quarterly meeting of the Wesleyan MeUiodist 
Society, Montreal: and this year I send another 
from a similar meeting of the same body in Cork. 
Should they grant me a location, it separates me 
from any future claims upon the funds of the church; 
that is, should my health fail, or any unforeseen 
difficulty arise in my temporal affairs, before I re- 
join the itinerant ranks : but it secures me, till then, 
or through life, the office of an ordained minister of 
the MeSiodist Episcopal Church in America, — I 
mean, so long as my character is becoming a minister 
of the Gospel. I shall then have the privilege of 
continuing my tour without embarrassment. 

We find that upwards of a hundred sinners have 
been converted . to God since the revival began. 
Love to * * * * * 

43 
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With much affection, my dear sir, I remain your 
brother in Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 

P.S. " The signs of the times" are glorious in 
Cork. I am quite uncertain as to the period of my 
departure; we want several hundred sinners to be 
converted first. Farewell. 



My request was granted. The following letter firom Bishop 
Hedding, directed to the care of the Rev. John Mason, Lon- 
don, reached me in Liverpool, through the Rev. Ahraham E. 
Farrar: — 



" To James Caughey, 

"The Troy Annual Conference hath permitted 
you to perform the office of an Elder in the Metho- 
dist Episcopal Church, in your located station, so 
long as you conform to the doctrines and discipline 
of the Church, and walk worthy of your vocation 
as a minister of the Gospel, 

"ELIJAH HEDDING, 

'' One of the Bishops of the Methodist 
Episcopal Church. 

" Burlington, Vt. June 9, 1842." 

" Dear Brother, 

'* Brother Chichester wrote to me, requesting me 
to send the above to you in England, 
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" / am presiding in the Genesee Conference, and 
have not time to write more. Yours, §"<?. 

" E. HEDDING. 

" Rochester, N. Y. Sep. S, 1842." 



I haye thought it proper to insert the aboye letter, as it may 
satisfy any of the ministers of the Wesleyan Methodist Con- 
nexion in Great Britain and Ireland, who may not have been 
informed of my present acceptable standing in the American 
Chnreh. 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 
HuU, Jan. 20, 1844. 



Since the aboye was written, I have been under the neces- 
sity of writing the following letter to an influential minister of 
the Wesleyan Methodist Church : the postscript of which will, 
I trust, be a sufficient apology for its insertion ; and I hope 
will be as satisfactory to my readers as it was to the individual 
to whom it was addressed. 

J. C. 
Hull, March 13, 1844. 



LETTER XXV. 

Hull, February 23, 1844. 
Dear Sir, 

Your favour of the 19th inst. has been duly re- 
ceived. I am sorry our friends in ***** should 
have believed reports so prejudicial ; or entered into 
expressions of condemnation, before the individual in 

a4 
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question had time to answer for himself. If I enter 
into a rather lengthy explanation or defence, I hope 
you will not consider it as arising from any strong 
desire I entertain of visiting *****. You are 
aware that the repeated invitations came entirely un- 
solicited on my part ; and I may add, that I have 
not visited any town on this side of the Atlantic, for 
the purpose of holding special meetings, for the re- 
vival of religion, without a previous invitation from 
the superintendent, with the exception of Duhlin and 
Liverpool : hut when I did visit those towns, and the 
superintendents saw the arm of God made hare in the 
salvation of sinners, they cordially requested me to 
remain a short time, to promote the work of God. I 
write through a sincere wish to conciliate the esteem 
of a minister of the Lord Jesus, with whom I have 
not indeed formed a personal acquaintance, hut whose 
confidence and good opinion I highly value. 

Eleven months after I received what I considered 
a call from God to visit Eiurope, I asked liberty from 
my Conference, and obtained it in June, 1840. 
After visiting a few places in the United States, I 
went into Canada, and, in several places, the Lord 
poured out his Spirit, and hundreds of sinners were 
converted to Him. This detained me in America 
till nearly the session of the next Conference. The 
Leaders* Meeting of the Wesleyan Methodist Society 
in Montreal, kindly wrote a letter to my Conference, 
stating their full confidence in my Christian and minis- 
terial character, and giving, at the same time, some ac- 
count of the remarkable work of God in Canada, and 
signed by the Rev. Mr. Squire. The letter was well 
received by that body, and they unanimously agreed 
to give me another year to continue my tour, and that 
my name should be so returned on the minutes. 

Soon after my amval in Dublin, the Ix)rd poured 
out his Spirit upon th« inhabitants of that city, in an 
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amazing manner, and about seven hundred sinners 
were converted to God. This encouraged my heart, 
and strengthened my confidence, that God had in- 
deed called me to visit these countries. I then visited 
Limerick, where a large company were brought to 
God. Cork was the next scene of my humble efforts, 
and similar effects were produced, as in Dublin and 
Limerick. My Conference year being now within 
one month of expiration, the point to be determined 
was, whether I should continue my tour, and visit the 
nations of the continent, or return immediately to 
America. After much prayer, I concluded to request 
from Conference, a " located relation,** according to 
discipline. The Wesleyan Methodist Leaders' 
Meeting of Cork, granted me a certificate of my 
moral and religious character, signed by the Rev. 
Fossey Tackaberry, superintendent of the circuit, 
addressed to the Bishop and Members of the Troy 
Annual Conference, to be held in Burlington, Ver- 
mont, June, 1842. I then stated my desire to con- 
tinue my tour ; that, as they had kindly granted me 
permission to travel at large for two years, I could not 
intrude in the same way upon their generosity any 
longer, nor be the means of inducing them to adopt any 
precedent that might embarrass them in their future 
decisions ; that as I had ample funds to enable me 
to visit the nations of Europe; and now being in their 
vicinity, with the unlikelihood of my ever having 
another such favourable opportunity; and, hoping 
thereby to acquire information upon various points, 
which would increase my usefulness in the church of 
God, on my return : that therefore, if they saw proper 
to grant me " a location," I would give them my most 
solemn pledge, to return to my work, and live and 
die in the bosom of American Methodism. 

My letter arrived in Conference about five minutes 
before the Bishop called up my case. The member. 
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to whom my letter was directed, arose, and stated 
that he had just received a communication from 
Brother Caughey, and it was handed to the Secre- 
tary, and read. After a few minutes deliheration, my 
request was granted hy a unanimous vote. Accor- 
dingly, Bishop Heddiug forwarded to me their de- 
cision ; a copy of which I shall enclose in this letter. 
A location is to sit down ; that is, to cease from the 
itinerant work ; but not to cease from being an ac- 
credited minister of the Methodist Episcopal Church. 
When a minister asks a location, it is generally 
understood, that he is able to perform the work of an 
itinerant preacher ; but, on account of domestic or 
other temporal affairs ; which, in the opinion of the 
Conference, are a sufficient reason why his request 
should be granted. Otherwise, he would be set down as 
a superannuated, or supernumerary preacher. As he 
takes this relation voluntarily, it is supposed he is 
confident of some honourable means of support, in- 
dependently of the funds of the church; it is therefore 
a rule in our economy, that such a minister has no 
claims upon the funds, during his location. He re- 
tains his ordination parchments ; and his Conference 
certificate is given him, in lieu of his name appearing 
on the minutes. He has authority to preach, to bap- 
tize, bury the dead, consecrate and administer the 
sacrament of the Lord's supper, in the absence of an 
itinerant elder; or, in the presence of the latter, 
assist, if necessary, in the administration of that or- 
dinance, and to perform the ceremony of marriage. 
In case of heresy or immorality, he may be sus- 
pended by the preacher in charge of the circuit to 
which he belongs, afterwards tried by a committee of 
preachers; and, if found guilty, the suspension is 
confirmed till the next quarterly meeting confer- 
ence, before whom it is the duty of the accused to 
appear : and, in case of condemnation, the president 
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demands his ordination parchments, and Conference 
certificate, and expels him from the church of God. 
The ahove credentials of his ordination are filed with 
the papers of the Annual Conference, within the limits 
of which, the expulsion has taken place. He has, 
however, the right of an appeal to the next annual Con- 
ference, hefore whom he is to appear. The minutes 
of the ahove-mentioned trial, are then laid hefore that 
body, and by these minutes, the said Annual Confer- 
ence judge and finally determine, and from their 
decision, there can be no appeal. 

Such locations are very common in our Church. 
Sometimes our ministers have been compelled by 
circumstances over which they have had no control, 
to retain the relation for life ; with this important ad- 
vantage to the church, that the funds ai*e not burdened 
by their support ; but generally, after one, two, six, or 
more years, they offer ^emselves again to Conference, 
and if their character be untarnished, and health 
good ; and not in embarrassed circumstances, either as 
to debt, or a large family, it is customary to receive 
them again into &e itinerancy, and they are reinstated 
into their former position, without any reference to 
the time spent in the located relation, and always in 
preference to new candidates ; nor has it any influence 
upon their future allowance, in case of a supernu- 
merary or superannuated relation afterwards; as I 
am not aware of any " sliding scale" in the appro- 
priation of our funds, other, tiian the number of a 
preacher's family. 

Thus, my dear sir, as far as I understand it, I 
have given you a candid explanation of the nature of 
a location in the American Church, and so far, a 
plain and honest statement of the facts in my case. 
I let Dr. Newton see the letter from my Bishop, 
containing the Conference certificate, confirming me 
as a regular and ordained Elder, or minister of the 
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ChuTcli^ duririg my location ; with this only proviso, 
that I conform to the doctrines and discipline of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church, and walk worthy of my 
vocation, as a minister of the Gospel. This docu- 
ment. Bishop Hedding sent to me in England, and 
of course, with the distinct understanding, that I have 
a right to go to the ends of the earth and preach the 
Gospel, or for any other lawful and laudahle purpose ; 
and this too, without any express stipulation as to the 
exact time of my return ; only, that I hear my own 
expenses, and travel as hecomeUi a minister of Jesus 
Christ When Bishop Soule was in Cork, Ireland, 
I had a conversation with him upon the suhject of my 
tour; I had not thenheen apprized of the action of the 
Conference on my case. He said he would write 
immediately to Bishop Hedding on the suhject, and 
if he could learn officially, hefore leaving England, 
that a location had been granted me, he would him- 
self write me one, and leave it with Dr. Bunting ; 
that I could then continue my tour, and return when 
I pleased ; that having the certificate to present on 
my return to America, it would be considered a 
sufficient evidence of my acceptable standing. After 
assuring the Bishop that it was my full intention to 
return to America, we parted. Bishop Hedding*s 
letter, however, arrived in time to render that of 
Bishop Soule unnecessary. 

This document is given for the purpose of guard- 
ing the church of God from imposition, and to 
preserve at the same time a minister who has 
honourably, and with the approbation of his Confer- 
ence, retired from the itinerant ranks, from having 
his feelingrs injured by anno3dng and ungrounded 
suspicions. And this is absolutely necessary, seeing 
that when a travelling preacher obtains a location, 
his name does not appear upon the minutes. Where- 
ever a minister of my standing travels in the United 
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States^ if he desire to do good^ the authorities of the 
church in that place have a right to demand the 
certificate of his location^ signed hy a Bishop ; and 
if he cannot produce this, they are hound, in hehalf 
of the cause of God, to consider him an impostor ; or 
at least, suspend him from engaging in public till 
the document arrives which proves his honourable 
position as a minister of Jesus Christ. It is designed 
to answer the same purpose, if he is necessitated to 
travel in other countries ; with this understanding of 
course, that it is optional, imder another government, 
or ecclesiastical economy, whether or no they shall 
recognise such a document; although our church 
authorities expect it will, at least, be treated with 
respect ; unless the bearer has forfeited the character 
set forth therein. 

That I have a right, [were it not for my voluntary 
and solenm pledge to return to the church from 
whence I came out,] to withdraw my connexion from 
the American church, while in this country, is as 
clear as that I had the same right in America, or 
that a Wesleyan minister could break off from your 
English Conference; but he would doubtless feel 
quite unhappy if his brethren should, without suffici- 
ent cause, treat him as a suspected person. 

I wish it to be distinctly understood, that so long 
as I refrain from joining any other church, while 
travelling in foreign parts, I do not forfeit my stand- 
ing in the American church; though I should continue 
my tour a few years. I owe indeed to the authorities 
of the Methodist Episcopal Church, that, if in my 
absence, I have been compelled for the good of my 
soul, to associate with any other church professing 
the same doctrines, that on my return to America, I 
bring with me, from them, testimonials of my moral 
and religious character. 

My Bishop and Conference gave me, on leaving 
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America, a recommendation to the Wesleyan Metho- 
dist Connexion in Great Britain and Ireland, in 
order to render my torn* agreeable to myself and to 
the Methodist people in these kingdoms : this also I 
publish to the world, through my volume now in the 
press. As I have associated with no other body of 
Christians since my arrival; nor do I intend to labour 
among any other denomination while on these shores; 
I trust, if I merit it, the Wesleyan Methodists ; ( I 
mean the official boards of those societies where I 
may labour for the Lord Jesus,) will not deny me 
such a testimony of their confidence and approbation ; 
and this is all my church requires under such circum- 
stances. 

In this, i. e. a located ministry, as in some other 
non-essentials, the ecclesiastical economy of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church of America, differs from 
the Methodist Church in England. Each church 
has a right to self-government; and while I avail 
myself in my travels, in the most honourable manner, 
of the rights guaranteed to me by the discipline of 
my church, I think it ungenerous ; nay, it is wrong 
and injurious, to throw out insinuations, or circulate 
reports, that I have ceased from being an accredited 
minister of the American Church. I have concealed 
nothing, nor have I any thing to conceal ; but have 
conversed freely with my paiticular friends in England 
and Ireland, upon my ministerial standing. I have 
indeed refrained from making a parade of explanations 
in public ; but there has nothing been printed in any 
placard or newspaper, in this country, either by my- 
self or friends, but what has been and is substantially 
correct. 

A few months after I sent my request to the 
American Conference, I sailed from Cork to Liver- 
pool, on my way to the Continent; but being power- 
fully arrested in that town, by an influence, with which 
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my poor soul has long been familiar^ — a deep and an 
oppressive concern for the salvation of sinners; it 
was so intense I could not leave without an effort for 
their rescue. In a short time a work of God broke 
out^ which detained me five months. According to 
a statement in an excellent sermon^ in defence of the 
revival, by the Rev. John H. James, of the Liverpool 
north circuit, and which was afterwards printed, one 
thousand persons obtained the remission of sins. 

From Liverpool I went to Leeds, in accordance 
with the pressing invitation of the Rev. William Lord. 
Here God made bare his arm also, in a powerful re- 
vival, Mr. Lord, and the other Methodist ministers 
in town, united in requesting me to lengthen my 
stay, which I did till the 13th of September last; 
when I sailed from Hull on my continental tour. 

After an absence of a few weeks, I returned to 
Hull, in fulfilment of a promise made to the Rev. 
Robert Thompson^ superintendent of the east circuit; 
where, during the last few months, many hundreds 
of sinners have been converted to God. I believe all 
the Wesleyan ministers in this town, consider it a 
genuine revival of the religion of the Son of God. 
Such instantaneous results, attending my humble 
ministry, are, I assure you, sources of great comfort 
to my soul ; and, however my position may be scan- 
ned, or criticised in England, I trust I have the testi- 
mony of a good conscience; at the same time I 
cannot but look at these solemn facts, as convincing 
proofs that I am not unwise, (Proverbs, xi. 30,) nor 
out of the order of God, in making a pause, now and 
again, to win souls to Christ. 

That I shall return to America is settled ; and God 
is my witness, 1 have never entertained a contrary 
thought ; but I hope not to sail before I see several 
thousands of poor sinners converted to God in Eng- 
land : but should these perish through my hasty and 
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wilful departure from this country^ no man can in- 
sure me tliat God will not require their blood at my 
hand. Should my way be hedged up from visiting 
any particular place^ I cannot feel that my humbled 
soul will be responsible for the eternal consequences 
upon wretched sinners. With the deepest humility, 
the language of my conscience is — ** a dispensation 
of the Gospel is committed unto me; — necessity is 
laid upon me, yea, woe is unto me if I preach not 
the Gospel" I lore the souls which my Lord Jesus 
Christ hath purchased with his most precious blood. 
There is no scene so delightful to me through all my 
travels, as that of seeing multitudes of sinners coming 
home to God. The congenial element of my soul 
is a revival of religion. I ask no favours from any 
man, other than what the love of souls, and Christian 
courtesy may inspire ; nor do I wish an invitation to 
any town in the kingdom, but on the above principle, 
— ^the love of souls. Should either at any time be 
denied me, I can only weep before the Lord, and 
still restlessly pmrsue the great work he has given me 
to do ; and the day I can clearly see my work is 
finished in these kingdoms, I shall most gladly pre- 
pare to sail for America. Next summer J shaU take a 
tour, please God, through France and Italy, for 
purposes of information, not necessary to mention. 
I remain, my dear sir, your weak but most affectionate 
brother in Jesus Christ our Lord, 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 

P. S. Were it not that I am so well acquainted, by 
report, with your excellent and fatherly character, I 
could not have brought my mind to trouble you with 
such a long letter. I am persuaded, however, your 
christian candour will lead you to give the motive an 
interpretation, not unfavourable to your unworthy 
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brother. Of late I have been very much annoyed by 
insinuations^ coming from various quarters^ and letters 
requesting authority to contradict reports, that 1 have 
broken off my connexion with the American chuich : 
I hope, should it be thought necessary to insert this 
communication in the first volume of my letters, you 
will not consider it any breach of confidence; especi- 
ally as your name and address shall be withheld. 
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TO MY SISTER IN AMEBICA. 



Cork, July 26, 1842. 

My dear Sister, 

My work is nearly finished in this City. It gives 
me great satisfaction to find God*s dear people so 
generally convinced that this is a real revival of 
religion. I should have left two or three weeks since, 
but their entreaties to remain a little longer have 
been overpowering. Awakened sinners too have 
taken the alarm, and the general cry has been, 
" surely he will not leave us when he finds himself 
encompassed by such a crowd of penitent souls." I 
cannot express the sensations which have swept over 
my soul in beholding the large communion filled 
every night with seekers of salvation. Their tears, 
and sobs, and subdued cries for mercy, have been 
sometimes profoundly awful ! You will no doubt 
be anxious to know the number of these trophies 
of Divine love. I cannot state precisely the number 

R 
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of persons converted to God. We had a meeting 
for this purpose three weeks ago, — and nearlj two 
hundred of them present ; there were many others, 
hut they were unahle to attend that particular meeting, 
and we have not had a similar one since. The work 
is still advancing with increasing power. A short 
account of the ahove select meeting may he interest- 
ing to you. 

We had those who have heen lately horn of the 
Spirit, " John, iii. 1 — 8, seated hy themselves in the 
centre seats of the chapel. After a solemn and pointed 
address, in which their duties, responsibilities, and 
dangers, were faithfully urged upon their attention, 
they were called forward to the communion rails. 
Several important questions were then proposed to 
them — their names, places of residence, and the 
leader of their choice, were carefully taken; they then 
knelt down, and were commended in prayer to the 
guidance and protection of the Almighty. The 
congregation, admitted hy ticket, then arose, while 
the young converts remained kneeling, and we sang — 

" happy day that fix'd my choice 
On thee, my SaTiour and my God! 
Well may this glowing heart rejoioei 
And tell its raptures all abroad." 

While the last two lines were heing sung they retired 
to their seats, and another company came forward 
and were prayed for and dismissed in the same way, 
until all had thus presented themselves at the altar 
of God.* 



* As the above hymn is not in the American Methodist 
Hymn Book, it will no doubt gratify you to have it. A verse 
of this beautiful hymn was sung as each company was depart- 
ing to their seats. See the 750th hymn in the Wesleyan Hymn 
Book. It is not necessary to insert it in the printed letter, as 
it may be seen in the above collection. 
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The service was most impressive. Many tears were 
shed by the members of the society, who were seated 
in the gallery, but especially by the young converts. 
Such a scene of entire consecration of body, soul, 
and spirit to the service of God, with such an influence 
from heaven, many of the oldest saints say they never 
had witnessed before. Assist me, my dear sister, in 
praising God for his abounding goodness, " which 
always causeth me to triumph in Christ, and maketh 
manifest the savour of his love,'* by your unworthy 
brother, " in every place.** 

I have been contemplating a visit to England for 
several weeks, and have had many very pressing 
invitations from the Rev. William Lord, foimerly a 
Wesleyan Missionaiy in Canada ; and were it not for 
the following circumstance I would sail immediately 
for that coimtry. 

Some weeks since I wrote to Mr. Lord, in Hull, 
stating that I was nearly ready to leave Ireland, 
requesting the route to Hull, and where I should 
find a home on my arrival ? When my letter 
reached Hull Mr. Lord had gone to the Conference 
in London. Mrs. Lord forwarded my letter to him, 
and he wrote to a brother in Hull respecting my 
intentions ; requesting him to write to me in Cork. 
He then folded my letter inside the one he had 
written to the friend, and directed the entire to me 
at Cork. It aiTived, and to my surprise I found my 
own letter returned, — and along with it several good 
things respecting your brother. I saw at once, it 
was a mistake, and concluded that Providence desired 
to retain me in Ireland. for a longer time. 

Since then I have engaged to visit Bandon, — a 
pleasant town a few miles from this city. I shall 
leave for that place on Saturday, the 30th inst. if 
God pennit. And now, my dear sister, I must bid 
you farewell. Love to A. and to all your dear 

r2 



244 GAUGH£T*S 

family. I cannot conclude this better than in the 
language of the following verse : — 

" And when I bend to that Being on high, 
Who mleth the waters, — ^whose throne is the sky ; 
Thon still art remembered, my sister, and there — 
Thy name is breathed forth in stillness and prayer." 

I remain, your ever affectionate brother, 

J.C. 



LETTER XXVII. 



TO A FBIEND IN IRELAND. 



Bandon, August 29, 1842. 

Dear Madam, 

Those doctrines to which you refer have confused 
and distracted the minds of many thousands, in 
America as well as Europe. I am therefore not 
at all surprised that they have had this effect upon 
your mind. I sympathize with you. The prejudices 
of education are strong ; sometimes indeed it would 
appear next to impossible to remove them. It 
encourages my mind however to reflect, that with 
God there is nothing impossible. No wonder that 
you " quietly believed these sentiments for a number 
of years;" — that they gave you " no uneasiness what- 
ever." The Spirit of God had not then visited your 
heart in his awakening power. Those doctrines 
answered the design of satan well ; he desired to keep 
you at ease in your sins, and he succeeded in lulling 
you into a dangerous quiet, which would have been 
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fatal to your soul, had not " the jealous God on your 
behalf come down." The siren sang sweetly — the 
charm was most effectual. I could almost unagine 
the composing lullaby he has been singing in the 
ears of your deceived soul all these years. — Sweet 
words ! — sweeter sounds ! — How congenial to the 
mind that is under a total imconcem about the whole 
subject of religion! How soothing to the spirit 
which desires to enjoy the pleasures of the world, 
and to whom there is scarcely any thing more 
desirable than just to avoid the crime of being righte- 
ous overmuch. Let me see if I could repeat the 
sweet delusion, — the lulling, pleasing strains of the 
devil ! 



The decrees are fixed and sure, 

O wait God's time, 
And you cannot make them truer, 
O wait God's time. 
You are safe in God's decree, 
If you elected be, 
You are saved eternally. 

In God's time. 

If elected you obey, 

In God's time. 
If not, you never may. 

Through all time. 
You cannot change the plan. 
That has seal'd the doom of man, 
Long ere the worid began. 

Before all time. 

It is true that Jesus died. 

In God's time. 
That we might be justified, 

In God's time. 
He came for our relief. 
And he wore the thorny wreath. 
Convulsed with pain and grief, 
At God's time. 

r3 
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Bnt he died for a few, 

In God's time ; 
"Whom the Father foreknew, 

Before all time ; 
The rest he passed hy, 
In all their sins to die, 
In vain to God they cry. 

Throughout all time. 

Then trouble not your mind. 

But wait God's time ; 
Be patient and resign'd. 

Till God's time ; 
Your conTersion changes not, 
The secret of your lot, 
And it shall not be forgot, 

In God's time. 

What you wish to know. 

Is in God's time, 
A reprobate or no ? 

It is in God's time ; 
Nor need you now inquire, 
With nature's fond desire. 
The thing you do require. 

Is in God's time. 

All shall be revealed. 

In God's time ; 
The matter is concealed, 

TUl God's time ; 
Let alone that decree. 
That may damn thee and me, 
For it cannot altered be. 

Through all time. 

It is at Jehovah's feet. 

Till his time, 
Nor in the hearts latest beat, 

Known in time ; 
In eternity it is known, 
Before the awful throne. 
Or in hell's deepest groan, 

Far, far from time. 
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Refuse to watch and pray, 

Through time ; 
Be as wicked as you may, 

Till latest time ; 
A sin in word or thought, 
Has no influence on your lot, 
Nor changes things a jot. 

Beyond time. 

Read novels every day, 

In your time ; 
Go to church or go to play. 

Through time ; 
In pleasure's flowery way. 
Be the gayest of the gay. 
Nor to heart delights say nay, 
In proper time. 

You never can repent, 

Till God's time ; 
The grace is never sent, 

At man's time ; 

Tou may utter many a cry, ' 

You may struggle till you die. 

But you cannot bring it nigh, 

TOl God's time. 

Your labour is in vain. 

Till God's time ; 
You will dark and cold remain. 
Till that time ; 
You may struggle on in prayer. 
But no Spirit ijiall be there. 
And no fruit your soul shall bear. 
Till God's time. 

Can you make it noon at night ? 

Then wait God's time ; 
Can you soar to heaven's height? 

Then wait God's time ; 
Can you penetrate the skies, 
Enter heaven's high archives. 
Where the awful mystery lies. 

Before God's time ? 
r4 
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Will die brilliant simuner come. 
At your time — 
When the wintei's on the throne, 
In Ood's time — 
When the trees hsve lost their green, 
By the northern blasts so keen, 
And leafless tliey are seen— - 
In God's time ? 

Can yon make the winter, spring ? 

Then wait God's time ; 
Or force the birds to sing? 

O wait God's time ; 
Can you plnck the flower's bloom, 
While yet in natore^s tomb ? 
Then yon may as soon, 

Change God's time. 

Ton may as well begin to try, 

Before God's time. 
To pierce eternity, 

Before God's time. 
Than by penitential grief. 
Or by efforts long or brieif. 
To obtain a snre relief. 

Before God's time. 

As we wait for morning light. 

In God's time ; 
And the skies are snnny bright. 
In God's time ; 
As we wait for cheerful spring. 
When the birds retom to sing. 
And winter^s scgonrning, 

Ends in God's time. 

As we wait for leafy June, 

In God's time ; 
When the flowers are in bloom, 
In God's time ; 
And the woodlands fair and green. 
With the Terdnred fields between, 
So beantifttl when seen, 

In Ood's time. 
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Thus let us calmly wait, 

God's owD. time; 
The revealings of our fate, 

In God's time ; 
When the voice of God proclaims, 
The unrivetting of our chains, 
And life eternal reigns, 

In God's time. 

Enjoy the quiet now. 

Till God's time ; 
What you caxinot help, allow. 

Till God's time ; 
In blissfiil ignorance wait, 
The divulgence of your fate, 
Saved or damned without debate. 
In God's time. 

How many soap bubbles are here. And they are 
quite as amusing to the carnal mind^ as were such 
showy things to me in my boyhood sports. Let a 
few blasts, however, come from the Holy Scriptures, 
and they are all broken and dissolved in a moment. 
Pretty Philosophy ! Horrible Theology ! The devil, 
no doubt, designed the former, to give the latter a 
grace : darer la pilule — to gild the pill, that it might 
be swallowed the more readily. This is the way the 
devil has thrown dust into your intellectual vision, 
in order the more easily to rob you of your precious 
soul, and inheritance in heaven. I have read of a 
singular species of bird, which, when it would fall upon 
its prey, rolls itself first in the sand, and, by fluttering 
over the head of the intended victim, fills its eyes mth 
dust, so that it can see nothing, and then strikes with 
its talons, and devours. 

You say, '' thank God, such sentiments have not 
lead me into any flagrant sins." Nd, the devil, in 
that case, knew the bird would be frightened, and 
escape out of the snare. He knew also, you could 
be damned as surely, though not as deeply, a little 
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beneath the surface of fashionable foUy^ as if the old 
decrees had sunk you to the lowest depths of abomi- 
nations; just as he that is held under the water, no 
matter how near the top, will be as certainly drowned, 
as he that is lying at the bottom. 

The above is the song of the decrees indeed, and 
by this, you have been decoyed to the brink of des- 
truction. How soon might you have hushed the 
enemy's voice, and destroyed his lying song, by a few 
discharges from the Bible battery, such as — But we 
see Jesus, who was made a little lower than the an- 
gels for the suffering of death, crowned with glory 
and honour ; that he, by the grace of God, should 
taste death for every man, — Hebrews, ii. 9. For this 
is good and acceptable in the sight of God our Sa- 
viour ; who wilt have all men to be saved, and to 
come unto the knowledge of the truth. — 1 Timothy, 
ii. 3 — 4. I would say of Uie above rhyme, what an 
old writer said of sin. " The grammarians condemn 
sin as incongruous; the logicians as illogical, that 
is, unreasonable; and the arts and sciences, as ir- 
regular ; but divinity alone knocketh it down, and 
battereth it to pieces, with the hammer of the 
word." "Is not my word as a hammer, saith the 
Lord ? " It is, and here are two or three blows quite 
heavy enough to beat the horrible sentiments into 
dust. — This is a faithful saying and worthy of all 
acceptation. For therefore we both labour and suffer 
reproach, because we trust in the living God, who is 
the Saviour of all men, specially of those that be- 
lieve. — I Timothy, iv. 9 — 10. And he is the pro- 
pitiation for our sins : and not for our*s only, but 
also for the sins of the whole world. — 1 John, ii. 2. 
Behold now is the accepted time ; behold now is the 
day of salvation. — 2 Corinthians, vi. 2. 

But the song is already over. The siren has be- 
come stiungely hushed. He addresses you no more 
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as an angel of light. The charm is dissolved. A 
voice has reached your soul : " awake thou that 
sleepest, and arise from the dead." Every thing 
wears a new aspect^ but dismally bleak. The Spirit 
of God; which convinceth of sin^ righteousness^ and 
judgment, has entered into your soul ; and is a Spirit 
of light; life, and lire. His searching influences have 
penetrated the innermost of your mind; the con- 
vincing power is felt in the conscience; and all 
within you is trouble. "What shall I do to be 
saved," has become the momentous inquiry of your 
soul. During several weeks, you have been " seeking 
rest, but finding none ;" and, strange as it may ap- 
pear to yourself, those very doctrines which once 
lulled your soul into a state of insensibility, are now 
your tormentors. The devil is now the " roaring 
lion" and he terrifies your soul with " the decrees." 

No longer carrying things so even, 
Between the doom for hell or heaven, 
In softest cadence, gently thrilling. 
On the decrees, all things fuliilliug, 
"Widest extremes of God's own willing. 
Blending the sweetest soonds with either. 
So as to offend the mind with neither. 
With truth and error gently dealing. 
On all the notes together thrilling. 

The music of the decrees has turned to thunder, 
without the music's melody. At one time, your soul 
is torn with the conflicting inquiry, — " Am I elected, 
or am I not ? " Again, you are driven " to the ex- 
tremity of reprobation." You are in, what the 
Latins used to call, " Oceanus malorum," an ocean 
of evils, 

" Thicker than arguments, temptations throng." 

And even, when you are pressing the matter to a 
final settlement ; ordering your cause before the 



262 CAUGHEY*8 

Lord ; filling your mouth with arguments, your un- 
happy mind determining, at the same time, not to 
rest, till the dreadful secret comes out from the throne 
of God ; and all this with a resolution as strong as 
perhaps ever heat in the human heart — even to des- 
peration. Now it is that the devil distracts you with 
the insinuation, that, '' this must remain in total un- 
certainty, until the day of eternity." But does the 
adversary of your soul let you rest here ? Ah, no ; 
he drives you positively to the most fatal conclusions : 
he does not even allow you the cold privilege of 
taking the philosophic advice of Hudihras to Ridpho, 

" Ne'er be so dully desperate, 
To join against yourself with fate, 
Nor antidote your own damnation by despair." 

I have now, dear madam, traversed over the whole 
mournful ground with you, nor would I have written 
so cheerfully, considering your unhappy state of 
mind, hut for the following reasons : — 

First. — The antiscriptural, as well as absurd; nay 
dangerous natiu*e of those sentiments, in which you 
have heen educated. 

Second. — That your feai^s respecting a gracious 
reception from a merciful God, are just as groundless 
as those doctrines which are now tormenting your 
spirit, are without a scriptural foundation. 

Third. — The goodness of God, in not suffering 
this reverse in your feelings to have heen deferred 
until the few last weeks of your ahode upon earth. 
You have now physical and intellectual strength to 
bear up under these rending anxieties: then you 
would have been overwhelmed. — " A wounded spirit 
who can bear." 

Fourth. — The full and scriptural assurance I feel 
that there is salvation for you ; that even now the 
Lord Jesus Christ is pleading your cause, and the 
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everlasting arms of your compassionate Creator are 
extended to receive you. How sweetly these words 
are now applied to my heart in your behalf; " Come 
unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden^ and I 
will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn 
of me, and you shall find rest unto your soul ; — and, 
him that cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out." 

Fifth. — A strong confidence that you are not far 
from the kingdom of God; — that the Holy Spirit 
will perfect the work he has begun in your heart, and 
that you will come to a period in your history when 
you shall remember your troubles only as waters 
gone by. 

Till then, oh look up, and expect the salvation of 
God eveiy moment — that is, while you obstinately 
believe that Jesus Christ died for thee. You can 
loose nothing by such a trust, and I fully believe you 
will obtain salvation by it. 

" Away let grief and sighing flee, 
Jems hath died for thee^ for thee!" 

I remain, your most affectionate friend in Jesus 
Christ, J p 



LETTER XXVIII. 



TO THE SAME. 



Bandon, September 19, 1842- 
Dear Madam, 

Allow me to unite with you in praising God for 
your wonderful deliverance. I have often thought 
of that maxim, — " the best way of exposing error i» 
to push it to its extremity ; " but I hardly imagined 
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the devil would not only expose his own hellish errors 
hy pushing them to extremities, but by this means 
also, lay a train for their removal from your mind 
altogether. The Lord has been on your side, else 
ill the extremity of your distress the devil would have 
swallowed you up. If my letter was made an instru- 
ment of good to your soul, let us unite in giving all 
the glory to our ever blessed Saviour and Mediator. 
I would write more but am pressed for time. The 
revival is going on very slowly here, which gives the 
enemy much advantage in harassing my soul. Pray 
for me, and for the town of Bandon. Permit me, 
dear Madam, to warn you, now that you have left 
Egypt to go into the land of Canaan, to be on your 
guard, lest your old spiritual Pharaoh pursues you, 
as one of ibsX name did the Israelites, to slay or 
bring them back into bondage. Oh, stand fast in 
the liberty wherewith Christ hath made you free, 
and be not entangled again with the yoke of bondage. 
Galatians, v. 1. I remain, your affectionate brother 
in Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 



LETTER XXIX. 

TO A BACKSLIDEB. 

Dublin, October 4, 1841. 
My dear Sir, 

I cannot think of your sad case, without recurring 
to the following mournful lines— (tadences, which, 
if I am not much mistaken, will find an echoing 
response in the wild workings of your own sorrow- 
stiicken heart, — 



LETTERS. 255 

" When will pass away from this sad heart, 
The cloud of grief — the tempest of remorse ? 
When will the winged hopes that glanced and sang 
In joy's melodious atmosphere, return 
To welcome back the gladness of the soul.** 

I tremble when I realize how dreadfully the infinite 
God has fulfilled his own declaration in your unhappy 
soul. Thine own wickedness shall correct thee, and 
thy hackslidings shall reprove thee ; know therefore 
and see that it is an evil thing and hitter, that thou 
hast forsaken the Lord thy God, and that my fear is 
not in thee, saith the Lord God of Hosts, — Jeremiah^ 
ii. 19. You now see, when it is too late, the joy and 
peace you have lost. What an amount of real and 
solid happiness have you cast away. — Vilely cast 
away ! And for what ? Let your own heart answer. 
Is it a secret P Not at all. The thing is known. 
But you startingly inquire, " What ! does any human 
being know the matter but yourself ?" Yes, it is 
fearfully known and spread abroad in your own 
breast. Are you not aware, that you carry within 
your own bosom, many witnesses ? Witnesses, which 
cannot let a secret sleep. They will ring it through 
the conscience ; and the crowded halls of the mind 
will re-echo with the whole afiair. You have probably 
read the singular declaration of 

** My corucience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale^ 
And every tale condemns me a* a villain.** 

" There is no such thing," says an elegant writer " as 
perfect secresy, to encourage a rational mind to the 
perpetration of any base action; for a man must 
first extinguish and put out the great light within 
him — his conscience ; he must get away from him- 
self, and shake off the thousand witnesses, which he 
always carries about him, before he can be alone," 
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But a greater than either has said, — Knowing that 
he that is such is subverted, and sinneth, bein^ con- 
demned of himself. — Titus, iii. 1 1 ; et peccat, ex- 
istens, sponte condemnatus. The condemnation he 
feels, is spontaneous ; it requires no effort ; no 
pointed rebukes ; nor exhortations, in order to pro- 
duce a consciousness of guilt. It is there already. 
In the moment of sinning, the seed of remorse was 
sown — thickly sown over the heart. The gain of 
guilty pleasure was quickly followed by a perception 
of fearful loss. The fruits of the Spirit, " love, joy, 
peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith,** 
had no sooner been swept away from the heart, than 
they were succeeded by the bitter and abundant 
fruits of sin. A sense of condemnation sprang up, 
and overspread the soul, as spontaneously as the briar 
and the thorn spring up in the uncultivated field, 
which asks not the laborious efforts of the husband- 
man to produce them. How applicable to you are 
the lines of the old poet : — 

" What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of real ills, 
Men swallow down to purchase one false good ! '* 

An old writer once compared sinful pleasures to 
bees, which, though they may have a drop of honey 
in their mouth, the tail of each is armed with a sting ! 
The pleasures of sin are not unlike the locusts des- 
cribed in Revelation, ix. " Crowns like gold on their 
heads;" they promised much, but "they had tails 
like unto scorpions." This you have found out by sad 
experience. I am not sure but that the above poet had 
an eye to the passage quoted when he exclaimed — 

" Alas! tiiy gains, 
Are only present pains, 
To gather scorpions for a future wound! 
'Tis thus the world her votaries beguiles 
With fair appearances, and kills with smiles I" 
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Your hearty my friend^ was once " an Eden of love/' 
full of holy hope and humble joy. With what bitter- 
ness have you realized how sudden and how success- 
ful a temptation may prove. Ah ! how lamentable, 
that you should have lost in one single hour, the fruit 
of all the toil and faithfulness of several yeairs. You 
may well say, — 

"I leap'd desperate from my guardian rock,^ 
And headlong plung'd in sin's abyss ]** 

You have now formed a woeful acquaintance with 
that, of which it was your duty as well as your 
interest to remain in blissful ignorance. You have 
used your liberty, and gratified your curiosity. 
Passion has been satiated. But conscience has 
awoke upon you, and how terrible are its rebukes. 
It was the saying of an individual, that ''the agonies 
inflicted by the wolf which fed on the life-stream of 
the Spartan; — the poison injected by the tooth of 
the viper, or the three-fanged sting of the scorpion^^ 
are as nothing when contrasted with the torments of 
an accusing conscience." Who can endure the tre- 
mendous upbraidings of this faculty, when the spirit 
of the living God sheds the fearful light of the divine 
holiness upon the guilty soul. Where is the man 
who has sufficient fortitude to sustain, unflinchingly, 
such a visitation ? Inspiration declares, " The spirit 
of a man will sustain his infirmity, but a wounded 
spirit who can bear?" What a comment on these 
remarks, as well as upon the above text, are those 
dying acknowledgements of a certain sinner, a few 
hours before he entered eternity. 

" As for a Deity, nothing less than an Almighty 
could inflict what I feel ; " Didst thou," said he to a 
friend by his bed-side, ''Didst thou feel half the 
mountain that is upon me, thou wouldst struggle with 
the martyr for his stake, and bless heaven for the 

s 
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That is not an everlasting flame^ — diat is 
liot an unquenchable fire. This body is all weak* 
ness and pain; but my soul, as if stung up by 
torment to greater strength and spirit, is full powerfu 
16 reason, full mighty to suffer : and that which 
BOW triamphs within the jaws of mortality is doubt- 
less immortal ! " 

A few years ago I was deeply impressed with the 
sentiment of an American author upon this subject. 
''There is no manliness or fortitude can bear up 
under the horrors of guilt. The thing is done ; yet 
it rises in all its vivid coloring to the soul that has 
incurred it, overwhelming it with remorse and des- 
pair. The reproaches of conscience once thoroughly 
aroused, can never be silenced nor borne. They 
eome, brin^g with them the frown of God. They 
bring with them recollections of the past, which 
pierce the soul with anguish; and terrific forebodings 
of the future, which overwhelm it with horror. No 
human spirit can sustain its energies under such a 
burden, when it really comes." 

I recollect meeting with the following sentiments 
when perusing a French writer. — " The pains of the 
mind, are as lively, and as sensible as those of the 
body. It has smitten the knees of a Belshazzar. 
It has rendered the voluptuous insensible of pleasure ; 
and has put many a wretch upon the rack. It has 
forced some, who, upon scaffolds and wheels, have 
denied their crimes ; after a release, to confess them. 
It has compelled them to find out a judge to give 
evidence against themselves; and to implore the 
mercy of a violent death ; more tolerable than the 
agonies of their guilty souls." 

But, should you not be thankful to God, that such 
feelings have not overtaken you upon your death-bed ? 
That when you fell from God, you were not aban- 
doned to hopeless remorse And despair, or to total 
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insensibility. This has been the case with not a few. 
You will probably reply, — " In my case, such stupe- 
faction would have been impossible ! I have enjoyed* 
too much communion with God ; — too much real and 
substantial happiness in the relation I sustained to 
him, ever to have that relation changed or destroyed, 
without being alarmed into horror, by such an occur- 
rence." 

I must conclude by a word of encouragement. 
You must not rush into sin to avoid conviction, nor 
endeavour to shake it off. This is a common tempta- 
tion. It has ruined thousands. You cannot get 
away from yourself. You will be your own tormentor, 
till you turn to the gospel hope. Dare to look up. 
'' Father, I have sinned against heaven, and in thy 
sight, and am no more worthy to be called thy son."' 
It is.pnough. Thy Father sees the heart He 
knows all your feelmgs. He waits to be gracious. 
He iff leflMdy to pardon. Coninder the case of the 
prodigal son. '' And he arose, and came to his fa- 
ther : But when he was yet a great way off," — just as 
you feel yourself now — " his father saw him ^" — a 
father's eye can see a great distance, especially when au 
erring, broken-hearted, penitent child is returning; — 
one for whom he has long felt the yearnings of pa- 
rental affection, — " and had compassion, and ran^ 
and fell on his neck, and kissed him." Here 
is a touching scene — one of utterable tenderness. 
And he does not give the prodigal time to make 
any confession, he is embraced. Ah, his slowly 
returning steps, his starved countenance^ ragged 
limbs, and downcast looks, proclaimed the secret 
workings of the soul to the eye of the advancing 
father. All the father was in his eyes, as he neared 
the returning wanderer. And he exclaimed, " This 
is my son ;" and, in a moment, the penitent is over- 
whelmed with tokens of the tenderest affection. The 

s2 
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confession at last is begun, " Father, I haye sinned 
against heaven, and in thy sight, and am no more 
worthy to be called thy son." Here he is stopped 
by the command of the father to the servants to 
'' bring forth the best robe, and put it on him." See 
Luke, XV. 22 — 24. 

Ah, you say, " if I thought God, my greatly of- 
fended God, but once affectionate Father, would thus 
receive my guilty soul, I would not remain at a dis- 
tance from him ; but he never can have mercy upon 
such a wretch as I am." You are mistaken, my 
dear friend. He is able to save you unto the utter- 
most, and if you come unto him, in tjhe name of 
Jesus, trusting in his atoning blood, you shall find 
him willing also to heal your backsUdings, and to 
restore unto you the joy of his salvation. I must 
abruptly conclude this letter. 

That God may save you from despair^ and remove 
the cup of trembling out of your hand, is the, ardent 
prayer of your sympathizing and affectionate friend, 

J. a 



LETTER XXX. 



TO THE SAMS. 



Dublin, October 19, 184 L 

My dear Friend, 

I do not wonder that a recollection of the inward 
heaven you once enjoyed, greatly heightens the bil^ 
temess of your distress ; nor am I surprised that you 
should painfully feel — 
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*' One single moinent of deliberate thought 
And cloudless reason, would have spared me 
All this guilt — this agony." 

The following comment of an old divine, on Ezekiel, 
xviii. 24, though written some centuries ago, is as 
applicable to you, as if penned yesterday, and with 
direct reference to yourself. " Would it not vex a 
scrivener, after he had spent many days and much 
pains upcm a large patent or lease, to make such a 
blot at the last word, that he should be forced to 
write it all again ? Yet, so it is, that as one foul 
blot or dash with a pen, defaceth a whole writing, so 
one foul sin dasheth and obliterateth the fairest copy 
of a virtuous life ; it razeth out all the golden charac- 
ters of divine graces imprinted in our souls. All our 
fastings and prayers, all our sighing and mourning 
for our sins, all our exercises of piety, all our deeds 
of charity, all our sufferings for righteousness, all the 
good thoughts we have ever conceived, all the good 
words we have ever uttered, all the good works we 
have ever performed ; in a word, all our righteous- 
ness is lost, at the very instant when we resolve to 
turn from it. As one drop of ink coloureth a whole 
glass of clear water, so one sinful and shameful ac- 
tion staineth all our former life ; yet, this is hot the 
worst, for it followeth ; in his trespass that he hath 
trespassed ; and in his sin that he hath sinned; in 
them shall he die" 

I have seen the remark somewhere, in the course 
of my reading, that it has been supposed, that between 
the time of satan*s triumph over our first parents, and 
the coming of God to walk in the garden, one night ' 
intervened. This is but a conjecture ; yet it is not 
unlikely that God did let them feel themselves a 
little. It appears they had time to contrive aprons 
of fig leaves for themselves. " And they sewed fig- 
leaves together^ and made themselves aprons" If 

s3 
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the above supposition be correct, oh, what a dreadful 
Dight they must have spent What horror of soul. 
What fearful forebodings. Nor is it likely they had 
the heavenly visitants, as in the happy nights of thdr 
innocence, so beautifully expressed by Milton, — 

'* How often from the steep of echoing 
Hin or thicket, have we heard 
Celestial voices to the midnight air. 
Sole or responsive, each to other's note 
Singing their great Creator I 
Oft in band, while they kept watch. 
Or nightly rounding walk. 
With touch of instrumental sounds 
In full harmonious number, 
Joined their songs, divide the night. 
And lift our thoughts to heaven." 

All these had, perhaps, fled to heaven, as messengers 
to the celestisJ hosts, of the dread intelligence of 
Adam's fall. 

And the elements, were they immediately changed ? 
Milton thought so, when he tells us, that no sooner 
had Eve plucked, and eaten the forbidden frttit, 
than 

" Earth felt the wound, and nature from her seat, 
Sighing through all her works, gave signs of woe. 
That all was lost" 

If the heavens, on that dreadful night, were muffled 
with clouds ; if the forked lightning and the rattling 
thunder blazed and vollied along the threatening skies. 
If the winds were raging, and the dark tempest was 
let loose upon the once peaceful Eden — what horror 
must have seized the guilty pair. The expositor 
within their own breast, would, no doubt, give a 
faithful exposition of the meaning of that angry storm^ 
Perhaps the presence of such warring elements 
was little needed. The fearful conviction of guilt 
was present. Conscience^ doubtless, had raised k 
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i8tonn within. And the powerful voice of that vice- 
gerent of the Almighty, was far more dreadful to the 
soul, than the loudest discharges of heaven's artillery. 
If there were such a space of time between their fall, 
and the merciful visitation of their Creator ; — ^may it 
not have been necessary, in order that they should 
taste the unmixed bitterness of sin ; and to prepare 
them, with adoring gratitude, to hear the gladdening 
news of the promised atonement ? 

Whether we are right in all our conjectures respect- 
ing our first parents, is not, I apprehend material. 
But it gives me an opportunity of sa3ring, that it 
seems to me you have passed through scenes of 
mental anguish similar in many respects ; and that 
now, through the blessed spirit, you are prepared t© 
receive the boon of salvation. You have no dis- 
position to fly from the presence of God. You seem 
rather to say with poor Job, who was sorely afflicted 
both in body and mind, — " Oh thai I knew where I 
might find him! that I might come even to his 
seat ! I would order my cause before him, and fill 
my mouth with arguments. Behold, I go forward, 
hut he is not there ; and backward, but I cannot 
perceive him: On the left hand, where he doth 
work, but I cannot behold him : he hideth himself 
on the right hand, that I cannot see him.'* Neither 
do you attempt to palliate or excuse your sin, nor 
blame any one but yourself: the justice of your 
condemnation you readily confess, and can never 
forgive your apostacy from God. These are signs 
of real repentance. They cannot be mistaken. And 
I am as certain as that I have an existence, if you 
persevere, God shall be found of you, to the joy of 
your heart. He will " heal your backslidings, and 
love you freely." Has he not commanded you to 
return, saying — " return backsliding Israel, saith 
the Lord F " And what is his positive promise in the 

84 
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same chapter P Hear it for your (Comfort ; '' and I 
will not cause mine anger to fall upon you : for 1 
am merciful, saith the Lord, and I vnll not keep 
mine anger for ever.'* Hear also the following 
declaration from the Lord thy God. O infinite 
condescension I boundless love ! '* Turn, O hack- 
sliding children, saith the Lord ; for I am mmrried 
unto you.'' Read the chapter upon your knees from 
which I have made these extracts. — ^Jeremiah, iii. 

Fear not^ the Lord whom you seek shall suddenly 
come to his temple. In the cool of the day, the 
voice of the Lord thy God shall be heard in the 
garden of his promises, proclaiming mercy to your 
troubled soul. He is near who justifieth — ^who for- 
giveth iniquity, transgression, and sin. Lo he comes, 
not to condemn, but to give life everlasting. " If 
any man sin, we have an advocate with the Father, 
Jesus Christ the righteous: and he is the pro- 
pitiation for our sins: and not for our*s only, hut 
also for the sins of the whole world." 

" O belieye the record true, 

God to you his Son hath giyen." 

Be patient, restless, resigned; yet vehement in your 
supplications for mercy. " From the days of John 
the Baptist until now, the kingdom of heaven 
sufferetk violence, and the violent take it hy force."* 
Repeat the following verses upon your knees, peiliaps 
you can sing them ; and expect the great salvation 
every moment by faith — that is, trust in the merits 
of the atoning blood of Jesus Christ :— 



* My suffering, slain, and risen Lord, 

In sore distress I turn to thee ; 
I claim acceptance in thy word, 
Jesus, my Saviour, ransom me. 
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Prostrate before thy mercy seat, 
I dare not, if I would, despair; 

None ever perished at thy feet, 
And I will lie for ever there.'* 

If this letter fail to be a blessing to you, it may 
at least prove how much you are loved by your most 
affectionate friend and brother^ 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 



LETTER XXXI. 

TO THE SAME. 

Dublin, November 6, 184 1 . 
My dear Friend, 

Your experience brings to my remembrance, a 
sentiment uttered by a minbter of Jesus, now with 
God. "When a soul is convinced of sin, Jesus 
throws into it, a portion of that fire, if I may so 
speak, which was kindled in his own breast, when he 
died on Calvary." 

You ask, and there is no doubt the inquiry agOr 
nizes you, " Why is it that I do not obtain the bless- 
ing for which I am crying to God, day and night ?" 
" I water my couch with my tears — they are my meat 
day and night." I believe Christ died for me. I en« 
deavour to trust in the merits of the atonement, with 
all my heart, but the billows cease not to roll over me. 
The tempest agitates my soul ; and there is no de- 
liverance ; no salvation ; I am lost — ^lost for ever ! " 
Not so, not so ; hope thou in God, for thou shall yet 
praise him. Though deep calleth unto deep, at the 
iM»se of his waterspouts ; though all his waves and 



266 dAtroHBY's 

his billows go over thee ; the Lord will yet command 
his lovingkindness in the day time, and in the night, 
his song shall be with thee, and thy prayer to the 
God of thy life. 

But, " why is it that I do not obtain the blessing, 
for which I am crying to God, day and night ? Thi 
reasons may be various. To impute the delay of the 
blesiing, to any arbitrary determination, or secert 
purpose of God, is dangerous, and contrary to the 
general tenor of scriptiure. Whenever an individual 
humbly repents and unfeignedly believes the gospel, 
he is made, that moment, the partaker of God's eon- 
verting grace. Pardon is then and there imparted ; 
and the love of God is shed abroad in the hearty by 
the Holy Ghost given unto him. 

I could imagine circumstances, which might seem 
to render necessary, a procrastination of salvation on 
the part of God ; but 1 always feel afraid to utter a 
single sentiment, that would seem to contradict the 
universal applicability of that beautiful and conclusive 
declaration of God himself, "Behold, now is the ac^ 
cepted time : behold, now is the day of salvation" 
But with reverential awe, I would suggest it as a 
possible thing, that he may see sometbing in yout 
case, to justify the keeping of you for a season in 
your present state. The cup of penitential grief has 
been put into your hands, filled with the wormwood 
and the gall ; be willing to drink it to the dregs ; it 
must have a tendency, when you are restored, to se- 
cure your future faithfulness. 

Reflect upon the past ; may you not learn an imh 
portant lesson from the retrospect ? Can you make 
any discovery of what led you into this trouble ? 
Have you failed to detect a proneness in you, to that 
very sin, which has led to your apostacy ? Hav^ 
there not been many instances, in which you hav^ 
felt the strongest impulses toward it, when nothing 
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but the want of opportunity, or the controlling grace 
of God, could have restrained you from it ? This 
was the sin of your nature ; and, from which, the 
greatest danger is still to be apprehended. The 
Apostle calls it, ** the sin which doth so easily beset 
us y* that to which we are most inclined, and which 
has the greatest influence over us. Now it would 
seem, that God intends to make you feel the plague 
of this prevailing evil of your sinful nature, and taste 
the bitter consequences of its indulgence, that you 
may carefully avoid in future, the occasion of your 
present wretchedness. Temptations may yet assail 
you, after your adoption into the family of God ; 
from falling into which, perhaps, nothing would con- 
tribute so effectually to save you as a terrifying re- 
membrance of what you are now suffering. God 
may be teaching you the evil nature of sin, by k 
lesson awfully severe. I am fully persuaded salva- 
tion will come — it is very near. 

" Haste, my Lord, no more delay, 
Come, my ScHrlonr, come away." 

See ! the arms of your compassionate Saviour are 
outstretched to receive you. Fly, — oh fly into those 
arms of everlasting love. He will not — ^he cannot 
spurn you away. Can you doubt the sincerity of 
his invitation — " Come unto me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden ?" Dare you suspect the ve- 
racity of his sacred promise — " and I will give you 
rest," — " him that cometh to me, I will in no wise 
cast out?" It is enough, my Lord. He does be- 
lieve. He cannot doubt. He comes to thee as a 
helpless, guilty sinner. Oh, let him see thy face, 
and live. 

With sincere sympathy and deep affection, I am 
yours, 

J. CAUGHEY. 
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LETTER XXXII. 



TO THE SAME. 



Dublin, J^ovemher 13, 1841. 
My dear Friend, 

Your distressing case reminds me of an affecting 
incident connected with the explosion of the American 
steamer, Pulaski, a few years ago. The vessel was 
on her voyage firom Savannah to the city of New 
York. In a dangerous sea, and in the dead hour of 
the night, the hoiler hurst, and ahout one hmidred 
souls were launched into eternity. 

The vessel was torn to pieces ; and, upon a few 
fragments of the wreck ; with the mast lying across 
it, a number of human beings floated out to sea. 
They continued to drift farther and farther from 
land, till nothing but sky and water met their view. 
During four days, the scorching sun poured his rays 
upon their almost naked bodies, till they were bliis- 
tered. They had no food to satify the cravings of 
hunger; their tongues werfe scorched with thirst; 
and to drink the salt water, they knew would only 
increase the dreadful feeling. 

A hint was given by one of the sufferers, that, in 
order to save themselves from death, they should 
cast lots who should die for the sustenance of the rest. 
But the idea of eating the flesh, and drinking the 
blood of a fellow-being, was so dreadfully repulsive, 
it was rejected with horror. As they were gazing in- 
tensely into the far-off horizon, they were cheered 
with what at first appeared a dark spot, but, which soon 
brightened into a sail. They raised their little flag 
of distress, but it was unnoticed, and the vessel di»- 
s^peared. After some time, another hove in view. 
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but the signal was not seen, and she vanished away. 
In like manner, two others appeared, hut to their 
anguish, they also passed out of sight. " Hope de- 
ferred, maketh the heart sick," says the inspired 
writer ; so they felt. 

After several hours had elapsed, another sail ap- 
peared ; it seemed as if it was pasted on the sky : 
soon its shape altered. The outlines of a vessel 
could now he traced ; and to their trembling joy, 
seemed to be nearing them. Ah, the captain of 
that ship little thought how many eyes were fixed 
with a gaze of agony upon the white sails of his 
stately vessel. They hoisted their signal of distress 
once more, and uttered their feeble cries. But alas, 
she also appeared to be shaping her course in another 
direction. One poor fellow who had been dread- 
fully scalded, looked himself into despair, cried out 
" she is gone," and laid him down to die. 

The time of extremity was God's opportunity; 
one eye from that vessel caught the signd: the word 
was passed to the deck, and resounded through the ship 
" a wreck ! — ^a wreck ! In a few moments she began 
to bear down towards them. One of the sufferers 
perceiving the change in her course, uttered the cry, 
" she sees us ! she is coming toward us ! " Nearing 
them rapidly, a short time only elapsed, which they 
employed in thanksgiving to God, when the vesse] 
loomed up a short distance from them, and the 
clangour of the captain's trumpet rang ever the- 
waves, '* Be of good cheer, I will save you ! " I 
need scarcely tell you they were soon on board, filled 
with adoring gratitude to God, and thanksgivings to 
their deliverer. 

I remarked in the commencement of this letter, 
that your state of soul reminded me of the perilous 
condition of these shipwrecked passengers. You: 
were sailing onward to heaven, with a happy so.u]». 
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and the breezes of grace were propitious. But an 
explosion took place; to the astonishment of heaV<^i; 
and you made " shipwreck of faith, and of a ffood 
conscience,'* Thank God, you have not gone down 
to hell, like many other backsliders. You have 
floated out upon the mere fragments of your hopes 
into the ocean of despair. Of you it may be well 
said, — 

** His passage lies across the brink 
Of many a threatening wave ! 
And hell expects to see him sink. 
But Jesus liyes to sare I" 

Yes, " Jesus lives to save ! " and it is written, " He 
is able to save unto the uttermost,'* 

The promises have been obsciu*ed from the eye of 
your faith by strong temptation. Again and again 
you have found yourself unable to reach them ; and 
like the vessels which hovered for a little before the 
vision of those distressed persons, and then vanished ; 
so have the promises to your apprehension. But the 
God of the promises is at hand. Fear not, your 
signals of distress are seen from heaven. There is 
an end, and your expectation shall not be cut off^ 
The Captain of your salvation has left the skies for 
your help. He is this hour drawing nearer to your 
soul. You may say for your own encouragement, — 
''He sees me ; He sees me; He is coming towards 
me ! " He is, see ! 

*■'' Lo! on the wings of love he flies, 
And brings salvation nigh!** 

" Only believe, and thou shalt see the salvation of 
God," " All things are possible to him that belien- 
eth," Do you not already hear the voice of your 
great deliverer, " be of good cheer, I will save you." 
Soon, very soon, you i^all be rescued fnmi your 
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distressed situation ; and with adoring gratitude^ fall 
at the feet of your gracious Saviour, and confess him 
" mighty to save. " E ver considei me your affectionate 
hrother in Jesus Christ, 

J.C. 



LETTER XXXIII. 



TO THB SAME. 



Dublin, J^ovemher 30, 1841. 
Dear Brother, 

Unhelief is ever ingenious in the invention of in- 
struments wherewith to torture the soul; you say, 
''It was suggested to me the other day ; and it stung 
my soul to desperation ; ' we find in scriptiure many 
who were desperately sick, cured hy our Saviour; 
hut where do we read in all the gospel of any man's 
eyes twice enlightened P Of any deaf ears twice 
opened ? Of any tied tongues twice loosened ? Of 
any possessed with devils twice dispossessed P No 
douht Christ could have repeated these miracles, hut 
where do we read that he ever did so ? ' " 

This may he correct enough ; and it is not improper, 
perhaps, to make it an alarming argument against 
returning to sin ; hut to infer that hecause we do not 
find a single instance recorded of Christ re-healing any 
who had relapsed into affliction, that therefore there 
is no hope for the hackslider, is a mere assumption. 
If none had a second miracle performed upon their 
person, it was prohahly hecause none had fallen again 
under the power of disease during the remaining 
period of our Lord's ministry ; or, that circumstances 
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had precluded their second application; but it re- 
mains to be proved that Christ would not have been 
gracious a second time to a wretched invalid. To 
reason thus^ is to set up a defective supposition in 
contradiction to the plainest declarations and promises 
of scripture, — ^Jeremiah, iii. 12 — 14. Hosea, xiv. 4. 
It is also against matter of fact, and the history of the 
church, from the day backsliden Peter was restored 
to the favour of his Lord, down to our own times ; in 
which instances to the contrary are most numerous. 
If the above sentiment has left a remaining tinge 
upon your mind, may the following considerations 
entirely erase it. First. — If the sick are healed in 
answer to prayer, or by the blessing of God upon 
medicine, it is Christ still exerting his healing power; 
but multitudes have been thus raised up, more than 
twice or thrice in each individual case. Second. — 
The Lord Jesus has lately restored many wretched 
backsliders in this city. 

You go on to say, "my sin is ever before my 
mind, and the constant recognition of it distracts and 
terrifies my soul." This proves that the mind has a 
looking faculty, as well as the body. When the eye 
looks at black or red, the mind is conscious of 
corresponding sensations. It is the same with the 
eye of the mind ; emotions are produced in the soul 
in accordance with the object that fixes its regard ; 
whether it be the black and heinous nature of sin 
committed, or the crimson blood of Jesus Chrbt, 
which was the atonement for it. Now, so sure as 
you have power to command yom* bodily eyes, you 
have equal power to control the looking faculty of 
your soul. The Psalmist said "my sin is ever 
before me ;" but he also added, " / have set the Lard 
always be/ore me," and you can do the same. O 
think of " Christ and him crucified" 

My heart was made better severfl years ago, when 
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reading a most affecting account of an aged christian. 
It is with some hesitation I insert it in this letter, lest 
you would consider it foreign to the great end I had 
in writing to you. But hoping that it may serve 
to relieve and cheer your mind for a few moments, 
by turning it off itself, if I may use the expression, 
I will relate it. 

An aged American christian had entered upon 
those few last hours in human existence which God 
has set apart for the work of dying. A long life of 
usefulness had drawn the affections of his country 
around him. Nearly one hundred years had he 
sojourned upon the earth; but his days were 
numbered. The lady who related the circumstance 
tells us, that she stood by his bed-side, when a 
message of love was conveyed to his ear from a friend, 
a fellow statesman ; one to whom he was united by 
the strongest bonds of friendship, in years long gone 
by. But the aged man had totally forgotten the 
friend of his early years. Those links of friendship 
once so delicately interwoven with his very being, 
had all been broken. She endeavoured to restore 
his recollection ; but, alas ! a great gulf was between - 
his mind and ^e remembrance of the past. The 
name and the image of his friend had fled from his 
memory, and could not be recalled. 

A vase of massy silver was brought before him, 
on which his country had caused to be sculptured 
the record of his services, and her gratitude. He 
gazed vacantly upon it ; but no chord of association 
vibrated. The love of honourable distinction, so 
long burning like a perpetual incense-flame on the 
altar of a great mind, had forsaken its temple. Her 
eyes filled when she gazed at the mournful wreck of 
mental power ; feeling doubtless, that no darkness is 
so great as that which overshadows and extinguishes 
the glorious light of mind. An individual at that 

T 
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moment happened to mention the name of God, 
" the God of all grace ;" and his lips, till now so still 
and motionless, hegan to tremhle ; his cold hlue 
eye sparkled through the frost of death; his thin 
hloodless hand clasped hers, and with a startling 
energy he repeated ^e following lines : — 

" When by the whelming tempest borne. 
High o'er the broken wave; 
I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 
Nor impotent to save." 

And as she passed down the avenue from the patri- 
archal mansion, she said, the voice of this aged saint 
of God lifted up in prayer, fell upon her ear ; and 
she learned the farther lesson, that the spirit of 
prayer may survive, when intellectual endowments, 
and the consciousness of high renown have heen alike 
totally effaced from the tablet of the memory. 

I wish, my dear friend, if the thing were possible, 
you could in some way be separated from that re- 
membrance of the past, which seems not only to 
terrify you, but to drive you away from Jesus. ' I 
could wish, vain as the desire may be, that the links 
which connect you with those painful transgressions^ 
were broken off, in some sort, like this aged Christian. 
At least, that a moment's respite might be afforded 
you, to turn the distracted eye of your soul to the 
'' Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the 
world" 1 would ask for you, what poor Job so 
mournfully desired for himself, — ''How long wilt 
thou not depart from me, nor let me alone till 1 
swallow down my spittle" So that forgetting all 
past associations ; all your past sins ; your present 
unworthiness ; loosing yourself, so to speak, in the 
contemplation of the glories of redemption : so com- 
pletely absorbed in the adoration of that name, 
" which is above every nam£," — Jesus j as to extin- 
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guish every other remembrance. And if you wish to 
repeat a few lines like the sei-vant of God referred to 
above, here they are for you, — 

** Before the throne, my Sayioar stands. 
My Friend and Advocate appears ; 
My name is graven on his hands, 

And him &e Father aJways hears ; 
While low at Jesu's cross I bow, 
He hears the blood of sprinkling now." 

A certain poet might well say of the name of Jesus, 
that it was — 

** The talisman and spell 

Of the gospel's earlier hour." 

It cleansed the lepers; healed the lame; unsealed 
the deafest ear; unchained the speechless tongue; 
tore away from the heart, sorrow's darkest veil. It 
had only to be uttered, and a flood of cloudless light 
irradiated the hitherto darkened eyeballs. At its 
sound, the fever fled away ; — but mentioned, and the 
Holy Ghost descended, and thousands were converted 
to God. Devils obeyed the authority of its mandate ; 
and came out of the possessed ; and fled in terror 
to their native hell. '' Handkerchiefs or aprons" 
brought from the person of the Apostle, when applied 
to the sick, or the possessed, calling over them the 
name of Jesus, the diseases departed, and the evil 
spirits went out. It was but uttered, and the ancle 
bones of cripples received strength ; proclaiming by 
walking, leaping, and praising God, how powerful the 
charm of that wondrous name. 

The miraculous power attending its utterance, ex- 
torted the humbling inquiry from the tribunal of the 
persecutors, " By what power, or by what name, have 
ye done this P" The miracle was wrought ; this, they 
could not deny ; but the secret power, spell, or charm, 
by which the thing was done, excited their most intense 

t2 
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inquiry. Triumphant Peter, full of the Holy Ghost, 
standing up sublimely among his wondering foes ; — 
his eye lighted up with holy transport, announced 
the secret, in a tone of flame ; — *' by the name of 
Jesus Christ of Nazareth, whom ye crucified, whom 
God raised from the dead, even by him, doth this 
man stand here before you, whole," Yes, the name 
of Jesus was associated with every splendid achieve- 
ment in the early days of the gospel triumph. " The 
pure believing multitude'* were drawn together by 
the music of that name. In every deliverance from 
bloody persecution, and after every conquest which 
the gospel achieved in the conversion of sinners, 
their select meetings resounded with the confident 
exclamations, — " Signs and wonders may be done 
by the name of thy Holy child, Jesus, 

Dear, sir, there is yet an omnipotence in that pre- 
cious name. It is, to the present day, " The true 
Christian talisman." It has lost nothing of its 
ancient power. I have seen thousands converted by 
it; of each of whom, we could say to astonished 
observers, what St. Peter said to the amazed multi- 
tudes, when they saw the cripple, who had long sat 
at the gate called Beautiful, begging ; now leaping, 
and praising God. " And his name, through faith 
in his name, hath made this man strong, whom ye 
see and know ; yea, the faith which is by him, hath 
given him this perfect soundness in the presence of 
you all" 

An old divine has somewhere said, "There is 
majesty implied in the name, God. There is inde^ 
pendent being in Jehovah. There is power in 
Lord. There is unction in Christ. There is 
affinity m Immanuel; intercession in. Mediator; 
and help in Advocate : but there is sahation in no 
other name under heaven, but the name of JESUS. 
Acts iv. 12. 
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A few months before I left America, I had the 
privilege of witnessing a very extensive revival of re- 
ligion in a certain place. One night, I was peculiarly 
interested, in the case of an individual, who was at 
the altar, with many others, for the instruction and 
prayers of the servants of God. Her cries and tears 
were very affecting, and really alarming. When 
spoken to, she said, that, during twenty years, she 
had been under concern for her soul, but had never 
yet been converted to God ; adding, that she was 
now determined, if mercy were to be found, not to 
rest till she obtained it. The meeting closed, and 
she left the house in great distress of mind. No 
sooner had she arrived at home, than she fell down 
upon her knees, weeping in agony, and pleading for 
salvation, as if she woidd not be denied. A dear 
brother, who was happy in the love of God, went to 
her, at the moment when she was saying, " Lord, 
here is my heart, I give it to thee tins night O, 
have mercy upon me a sinner." She repeated the 
words over and over again, with the deepest emotion. 
The brother saw there was a deficiency both in her 
faith and prayer ; and immediately supplied the de- 
fect; bringing Christ crucified before her mind; 
and insisted that Jesus shomd be in her supplica- 
tions. " Say, for Jesus* sake," urged the brother. 
This, for some time, she positively refused to do. 
"Say, for Jesus* sake," he again reiterated; but 
driven on by a sense of her sins, she appeared firm 
in the determination, to avoid that name. " Say, for 
the sake of Jesus," he again urged, "and God will 
bless you." At last, almost suffocated with sorrow 
and distress, she feebly said, — " Have mercy upon 
me, for the sake of Jesus." ' " That is right," said 
the brother, " repeat it again." " Have mercy," &c. 
" Pray on," said he, " for Jesus' sake." She did so, 
and, in a few minutes, unbelief fled away ; faith tri- 

t3 



278 CAU6HBT*S 

umphed ; the peace of God which passeth all under- 
standing, fiUed her happy soul; and she rejoiced 
with joy unspeakable, and full of glory. 

But you inquire, " Have you ever known a case so 
desperate as mine, which resulted in salvation ?** 
Yes ; many ; — ^vast numbers of those I have seen 
brought to God, were pressed with their sins, like a 
cart beneath its sheaves; until they despaired of 
mercy for a time, and the Lord Jesus, by faith in his 
mighty name, saved them. 

Come then, my unhappy friend. Come to Jesus; 
say in your heart, and suit the action of your soul to 
the words, — 

" From sin and fear, from grief and shame, 
I hide me, Jesus, in thy name." 

Forget all. Leave all you have and are behind; 
think of Jesus, and think of nothing else ; dwell upon 
his name ; repeat it with energy ; do so again and 
again, until your soul draws virtue out of him. 
" Looking unto Jesus," says the Apostle. When you 
thus think of him, and for this purpose, you are llien 
looking unto him. When the serpent-bitten Israelite 
looked at the brazen serpent, erected by Moses, be 
was healed immediately ; so shall you, if you ihus 
look to Jesus. Soon he will kindle a flame in your 
heart, that all hell may not extinguish. When this 
is done, you may think of your sins, and be humble, 
but the retrospect shall not make you unhappy. 
Believe me, your brother in Jesus, 

J.C, 
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LETTER XXXIV. 



TO THE SAME. 



Dublin, December 13, 1841. 

My dear Brother, 

If my last was made a blessing, '' more than any 
of the others," I rejoice. I admit, with you, that 
Diyden's sentiment, if applied to unpardoned sin, or 
when seized upon by a mind that is flying from the 
Saviour, as it is endeavouring to escape from re- 
morse, is not only bad theology, but highly dangerous 
to the soul, 

** *Tis done, and since 'tis done, 'tis past recall, 
And since 'tis past recall, must be forgotten." 

No ; we must not forget, imtil we know that God 
has ceased to remember our sins.. We may forget, 
but eternal justice cannot. The law of God shall 
ever be seizing the soul by the throat, which has in- 
curred guilt ; saying, ''pay me what thou owestJ* Nor 
is it likely that oblivions antidote shall long be effec- 
tual in banishing from the memory, this debt of guilt; 
when the dunning importunity of this eternal creditor, 
served, as it is, upon the mind by conscience ; compel- 
ling the soul so often to say, " Have patience with 
me, and I will pay thee all.'* The mind, in such a 
case, must be lapsing evermore into a retrospection, 
which is often as great an enemy to peace, as it is to 
forgetfulness. 

An eminent writer inquires, "Can they imagine, 
that God has therefore forgot their sins, because they 
are not willing to remember them ? Or, will they 
measure his pardon by their own oblivion ?" If they 
do, it is a most dangerous mistake. Our oblivion 

T 4 
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may not be God's pardon, nor our forgetfulness, (if 
the thing were possible under some circmnstances) 
the oblivion of our sins from the remembrance of the 
Almighty. True, God has said by the prophet 
Isaiah, *' I, even /, am he that hlotteth out thy trans- 
gressions, for mine own sake, and will not remember 
thy sins" True, he has repeated the declaration by 
the prophet Jeremiah, " For I will forgive their 
iniquity, and I will remember their sin no more,** 
And I will add, all this is confirmed, in two places, 
by the Apostle, and he uses the same words in botk ; 
*' And their sins, and their iniquities, will I remember 
no more" But then, the same Apostle tells us, how 
this important and wonderful event is to take place, 
"Be it known unto you therefore, men and brethren, 
that, through this man, is preached unto you, the 
forgiveness of sins" And, in another place, the instru- 
mental and meritorious cause of the remission of sins, 
" Whom God hath set forth to be a propitiation, 
through FAITH in his blood, to declare his righteous- 
nessfor the remission of sins that are past" Now, 
to attempt to forget oar sins, prior to the time that 
God has forgotten them ; — before we have taken 
refuge at the cross of Christ; before the reliance of 
the soul upon the blood of Jesus, for immediate and 
conscious pardon, would, unquestionably be the very 
method to ruin the soul eternally. What I meant, 
therefore, in my last, was, you must not suffer the 
recollection of your sins to keep you from your Sa- 
viour. There is a danger of thinking too much about 
our sins, as there is of thinking too little of them. 
When the eye of the soul is fixed upon the " sins 
which are past," and the circumstances which led to 
their commission, to such a degree, as not to have a 
moment left to look unto Jesus, then the matter is 
carried too far. You have received inj ury enough from 
your sins ; but, by this course, you most siurely draw 
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new and deadly poison from them. An embargo 
must be laid upon your thinking faculties. You 
must prohibit your thoughts from travelling over your 
sins so repeatedly. You say, " I may as well try to 
control the whirlwind, as my thoughts. They must 
have employment; I cannot possibly lay them to 
rest A sense of my danger, and a dread of d3ring 
without forgiveness, forbid my thoughts to be lulled 
into repose." I do not require that they be " lulled 
into repose," nor drowned in oblivion; this is perhaps 
impossible : but turn them into another channel ; 
send them to CalvBjy. Let them circulate with cease- 
less activity around the bleeding cross. Employ them 
in the work of associating with a sense of guilt, an equal 
perception of that blood by which it is to be washed 
away. Let those untiring operations of your mind, 
spend themselves in fathoming the love of God in 
Christ Jesus. We may indeed say of this, as of the 
depths of the sea, no human sounding-line has ever 
reached the bottom ; yet, you will find it much more 
profitable, to let thought, in its sleepless energy, 
travel this fathomless profoimd, than explore t?ie dark 
abyss of your sins. Better, at every landing-place 
in that descent, to be forced into the exclamation of 
an Apostle, '' 0, t?ie depth" than with the awakened 
sinner, Romans, vii, sinking in '' the horrible pit, 
and miry clay;" crying in anguish and despair, 
" 0, wretched man that I am ; who shall deliver 
me P" Had the poor serpent-bitten Israelite only 
bemoaned himself; — had he, in spite of every en- 
treaty, obstinately fixed his eye upon the wound ; or 
agonizingly gazed upon the path taken by the gliding 
serpent, which had given him his death-wound ; — if he 
had firmly persisted in mourning over his own care- 
lessness, in permitting himself to be bitten ; — re- 
proaching his own culpable indifierence to personal 
safety, when so many were writhing in agony unsup- 
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portable, and the camp was horribly vocal with the 
hissing warnings of the flying serpents: suppose 
also, Aat his eye had continued wildly rolling to and 
fro, in order to guard against another attack ; and all 
the time, madly refusing to cast one look at the brazen 
serpent erected upon the pole ; — what, but death, and 
that a dreadful one must have been his portion, if he 
had persisted ? I have not time to show how appli- 
cable all this is to your case; your own good 
sense, however, can make the application. When 
the Israelite cast a dying look at the serpent on the 
pole, were it even through the mists of death, he was 
healed in a moment May I entreat you again to 
look to Jesus ? 

Your repentance and convictions are deep enough 
when they bring you to the cross, and leave 
you there, with your weeping eyes fixed on your 
bleeding Saviour, as your last and only hope. But 
when they drive you past, and far beyond, into the 
region of despair ; or, when they frighten your ap 
proaching soul away from it ; and this, either from a 
dread of repulsion, or that your sins are so great that 
the atonement is insvffitient ; then they are too deep. 
The devil has then the advantage of you : he is most 
assuredly using the remembrance of your sins to 
complete your ruin, just as he did the commission 
of them to begin it. Think of the aged dying Chris- 
tian, with which you were so much pleased. Neither 
friendship, nor honoiur, nor high renown, interested 
his mind ; nor for a moment carried away his thoughts 
to a retrospect of the past. They were calmly and 
serenely centered in God. The name, the precious 
name of God in Christ, was dearer to his faultering 
heart than any object that had ever arrested that 
heart's affections. This name was the centre of his 
soul; here it rested; all else was forgotten as a 
dream: this was enough; this possessed a charm 
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which defied the assaults of death, aiid saved hun from 
dismay in his dying hour* " His final hour brings 
glory to his God." 

" You see the man; you see his hold on heaven! 
A silent lecture, hut of Sovereign power ! 
To vice confusion ; and to virtue peace.** 

Oh! then, withdraw your mind from all the past, 
from all your sins. — ^Yom* thoughts are intense; let 
their intensity be fixed on Jesus. 

Again, — I say look unto him and be saved. Think 
about Christ, — His death, — His blood, — His sufier- 
ings. Now let Jesus be precious; '*To you who 
believe he is 'precious" says the Apostle. Precious 
Jesus ! He died for thee my brother. Is he not 
'* The chief among ten thousand, and the altogether 
lovely F" Think of what one has said about him: — 

<* All the names that love could find, 
All the forms that love could take, 
Jesus in himself hath join'd. 
Thee my soul, his own to make." 

Are you not this moment in the act of falling upon 
your knees,' — Matthew, vi. 6. Behold him Lord ! 
In imagination I see you just going to the cross; 
approaching Jesus, saying — 

<< With throhhing head, and heaving hreast. 
Saviour I fly to thee for rest; 
With tremhling hands, and tottering feet, 
I reach the crosSf my sole retreat." 

I think I hear you there ; the fountains of the great 
deep are broken up. The windows of heaven are 
opened; the wounded breast is discharging all its 
grief into the bosom of Jesus. The cry is ascending, 
" Save Lord, or I perish.'* It is enough ; by faiSi 
I see the Lord passing by, and proclaiming himself 
'' The Lord, the Lord God, merciful and gracious. 
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long-suffering, and abundant in goodness and truth.** 
I think I hear Jesus saying to your tortured heart 
''peace, he still" and there is a cahn; a sweet 
heavenly cahn. Sunshine^ glory^ and heaven descend 
from God into your heart ; — Oh, my Lord, let it he, 
while he is reading this paper. I remain, your 
deeply interested and sympathizing hrother in our 
Lord Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 



LETTER XXXV. 



TO THE 8AMB. 



Dublin, December 23, 1841. 

My dear Brother, 

Your state of soul surprises me. I feel persuaded 
the hindrance must he in yourself. I verily believe 
God has no exceptions against you — He is as willing 
to bless you as the scores of immortal souls who are 
now finding pardon in this city. Broken-hearted 
penitents are obtaining mercy every night God is 
the same everywhere ; and he is able and willing to 
bless you in * * * *; surely he is. I could, it is true, 
wish you were with us in ^is powerful revival ; but 
as this cannot be, it need not be a bar. Oh, no, I 
do think you may adopt the language of a verse in 
our hymn book, 

" In me is all the bar, 
Which thou would'st fain remove." 

That bar may be unbelief, or impatience, or indis- 
tinct and confused notions of faith ; perhaps errone- 
ous. There may be an unwillingness to venture 
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fully on the merits of the atonement, in the absence 
of peace and joy; not knowing that these always 
follow faith, hut never precede it. You must first 
helieve ; that is, venture freely and fully upon the 
merits of Christ's hlood for pardon and acceptance 
with God now. When you thus repose upon the 
merits of Christ's death, hy faith, for the present and 
everlasting salvation of your soul, saying — 

" This all my hope, and all my plea, 
For me die Saviour died." 

Hold here. Remain fixed on this ground. It cannot 
fail you. Now, look up ; honour the Father, as you 
honour the Son. Perhaps you ask, "what do you 
mean by this ? " By what ? " You tell me to honour 
the Father as I honour the Son." I will explain it. 
You could not trust in the blood of Christ, unless 
you believed that his blood was an atonement for 
your sins : — farther, is it not the belief that Jesus 
loves you, and makes you welcome to trust in his blood 
for salvation, which encourages you to come to him, 
confiding in the merits of that blood. But is it not a 
fact, that as often as you have ventured thus upon that 
atonement, you have felt, that if there were no other 
hindrance than Jesus, you would soon be happy. 
At such seasons you think of Jesus, as the only per- 
son in the adorable Trinity, who has any kindly feeling 
for you. Your unhappy mind cannot think of ''the 
everlasting Father," without the idea being associated, 
that " He is a consuming fire;** and Jesus is con- 
sidered as a rampart of defence between you and Him. 
This must be die state of your mind surely, or you 
would not refer to that verse in the Wesleyan Hymn 
Book— 

" I trust in Him who stands between 
The Father's wrath and me ; 
Jesus, thou great eternal Mean, 
I look for all from thee.*' 
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The sentiment of the verse is correct when applied 
to the state of sinners out of Christ. It is written, 
" The wrath of God is revealed from heaven against 
all unrighteousness of men;" another passage teaches 
us the solemn lesson, "God is angry with the wicked 
every day" It is also written, '' It is a fearful thing 
to fall into the hands of the living God, for our 
God is a consuming fire " And the reason why this 
wrath is not inflictea with fury ; the reason why this 
" consuming fire" does not hreak forth in scorching 
flames upon a world of sinners, is, that we have an 
" Advocate with the Father" and " he ever liveth 
to make intercession" Jesus Christ is " the pro- 
pitiationfor the sins of the whole world" The word 
propitiate, means to render favourahle ; to conciliate 
an offended person, so as to lead him to he propitious, 
merciful, and kind to the offender. The offended 
Creator is then — 

" The indulgent God, 
Swift to relieve, unwilling to destroy"." 

The wicked provoke the wrath of God ; but Christ is 
the Mediator. Our Lord illustrates this in the para- 
ble of the barren fig-tree. As long as men continue 
to sin against God, there is wrath ; Christ intercedes, 
and sinners are *' Saved from wrath through him" 
But when the wicked continue to do wickedly, and 
the Divine forbearance becomes exhausted, then the 
wrath of God breaks forth ; as it is written — " They 
mocked the messengers of God, and despised his 
words, and misused his prophets ; until the wrath of 
the Lord arose against his people, till there was no 
remedy," Strictly speaking however, the sentiment 
of the first two lines of the above verse is not applica- 
ble to a soul which fully trusts in the blood of Christ 
for the forgiveness of sins. The moment any peni- 
tent sinner rests upon the atonement, as I have been 



LETTERS. - 287 

describings God is that moment reconciled; wrath 
does not then exist. God is then love ; nothing but 
love : and when the mind believes this, the love of 
God is immediately shed abroad in the heart by the 
Holy Ghost. 

In order, therefore, to receive the benefit of be- 
lieving in Christ, this must be believed also, i. e. that 
God is reconciled. It is only when we believe that 
God loves us, that we can love him in return. If so, 
the mind must recognize priority of love in the bo- 
som of God, before it can reciprocate, and offer love 
for love. The following beautiful passage, from the 
writings of St. John, is constructed upon reciprocal 
love ; — ^love mutual ; — ^love in return for love : — ^but 
that love existing previously in God the Father. 
" We love him, because he hath first loved us'^ 
God*s love, therefore, kindles ours. There are cer- 
tain glasses, which concentrate in a focus, the rays of 
the sun, so that substances are kindled into a fiame ; 
and thus blaze back again, the heat which the orb of 
day originated. " He that cometh unto God, must 
believe that he is" Belief is faith. Faith reflects 
God upon the mind. A poet says, — 

*' Faith lends its realizing light, 

The clouds disperse, the shadows fly, 
The invisible appears in sight, 
And God is seen by mortal eye." 

Faith sits upon the soul, and realizes the glory of the 
Almighty. God shines on faith. Faith discovers 
that God in Christ, is love — ^love beyond degree. 
Faith becomes the burning glass to the soul. It 
collects, as in a focus, the rays of love issuing from 
God. This kindles our hearts into a flame ; and our 
souls blaze back again the holy flame, which God*s 
love originated. Then we can say, as one said upon 
a diflerent occasion, — 

" Hanc animam in flammis ofiEisro, Christe, tibi," 
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" In flames of fire^ I offer this soul of mine to thee^ 
O Christ." 

Paper fails^ but peimit me to say, until you thus 
realize, that, the moment you thus trust in the merits 
of Christ, you are loved of the Father ; and, with a 
love as ardent as that which is felt by the Son ; you 
never can honour the Father, even as you honour the 
Son ; and, in that case, you cannot be converted to 
God. The bar therefore, is all in yoiurself. God 
would willingly remove it. O, permit him to do so, 
by thinking rightly of Him. Yours in Jesus Christ, 

J.C. 



LETTER XXXVI. 

TO THB 8AMB. 

Dublin, Jarmary 4, 1842. 

My dear Brother, 

You say, " I do not consider God as a consuming 
fire, when I trust in Christ. This is not my diffi- 
culty. It is this ; when I thus trust, I am imable 
to view God, in any other position, than as removed 
to an immense distance from me. I feel I have a 
days-man with the Father ; and, that infinite as the 
distance is between me and God, yet he lays his 
hand upon both, to eiSect a reconciliation ; but I can- 
not consider the Father in any other state, than cold 
and repulsive, and unwilling to be reconciled. 
Though I come, and trust in the merits of Jesus, 
conscious that I can do no more, I am unable to 
think otherwise, than that my Mediator has hard work 
to persuade the great God to look with compassion 
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upon me. How insulting to God is this cursed un- 
belief. How it wrongs him. How injurious also to the 
soul. With such thoughts, you never can be happy, 
nor accepted. Were your views of God the same as 
noticed in my last, " that God is a consuming fire to 
the approaclung penitent, although venturing to trust 
in Christ ;" then I should consider you as standing 
in dread before " the God of all grace" It may 
be well said of the soul, when realizing such ele- 
ments of terror, that peace must be as absent from 
the heart, as love. But, if a notion so erronious 
as the above does not fill you with fear, it must 
certainly chill your soul into alienation and rfw- 
trust; both of which are positive enemies to that 
warm and confiding love, which is so essential to a 
religion which makes the soul happy. In the above 
sentiment you honour the Son, but you dishonour 
the Father. As long as you do this, your mind will 
be overcast with the gloomiest clouds ; and its abiding 
state, " the spirit of bondage again to fear" Per- 
haps you anxiously inquire, " What shall I do ? 
How can I change those views, which seem to be 
the very element of my mind ? I may wish these 
perceptions of God banished, if they are wrong; 
but I cannot, by dint of resolution, drive them from 
me." No; probably not. The mind cannot, per- 
haps, act in this case, without motives. It may bd 
powerless to expel wrong ideas, without assistance ; 
but what your mind may be unable to do, under certain 
circumstances, it may accomplish under others. I 
recollect, some years ago, reading a sermon, the 
title of which was, " The Expulsive Power of a 
New Affection." Now, may there not be an ex^ 
pulsive power in a new class of ideas P If those 
are usurpers, with which I have been finding fault, 
may they not be forced to abdicate in favoui* 
of those whose right it is to wield the sceptre 

u 
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of the mind P If the former are but visionary f 
is it likely they shall long contend with realities P 
Do you inquire, " What are the ideas you wish me 
to entertain. Let me know them ; and I will give 
them as welcome a reception, as those which have 
hitherto swayed my soul." The first passage I 
shall quote, wherein is a leading idea, is John^ 
V. 23 ; ** That all men should honour the Son, 
even as they honour the Father" This passage 
proves that Jesus Christ is a proper person of the 
Holy Trinity ; upon an equality with the Father ; 
and to be honoured equally with Him ; this is the 
evident claim. Now, this claim of our blessed Lord, 
was not only designed to guard his oum right ta 
divine honours, hut those of the Father also. It is 
just as evident, that he does not claim more honour 
than is given to the Father, as it is, that he does not 
admit of any less. The passage, therefore, is cal* 
culated to impress this sentiment upon the mind ; — 
that the Father is not to be honoured less than the 
Son : this is just as clear as that the Son is not to 
receive any less honour than the Father. But is 
there not an infringement upon this rule, when under 
certain circumstances you suppose the Father loves 
you less than the Son. 

The sentiment that Jesus is all love, when you 
endeavour to trust in the merits of his death ; bat 
that the Father is cold and distant, with re^>ect 
to you, is dishonouring to the Father. You are 
then> unquestionably, found withholding ftom Him 
an honour which is justly his due. It is quite plain 
to me, that you and the Socinians are in opposite 
extremes. The Socinians give Godhead honours to 
the Father, but offer to the Son an honour infinitely 
less; because they consider him a mere creature; 
though a created being of the highest order: yet 
what proportion can magnitude, however great, if only 
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finite, bear to that wliich is infinite; seeing that, 

" A million^ 
Is full as far from infinite as one!" 

In the estimation of the Socinians, he is a creature 
still ; and that places him at a distance infinite from 
God. Thus they refuse to obey the requirement of 
our Lord Jesus Christ. You go to the other extreme. 
Christ stands forth to your faith as the second pei*son 
in the adorable Trinity, — ^you adore him as God ; this 
is right. In the merits of his blood, you febl it to 
be your duty to trust, singly and alone, for salvation ; 
and your faith anticipates Christ as full of compassion 
and tender love towards you. Now this is perfectly 
scriptural, so far as Jesus Christ is concerned ; but 
your faith is sadly defective upon another point of 
vital importance ; — that the Father is cold and re- 
pulsive, and that were you to cast yourself fully upon 
the atonement. He would frown you away from 
his presence. Hence you asperse his character, by 
impeaching him with affections, which he has never 
felt towards any penitent sinner, who has re- 
nounced every other plea for mercy, and trusted 
sincerely in the merits of Christ's death for pardon 
and acceptance. The Socinians dishonour the Son 
by denying him the honours of the eternal Godhead, 
and that on an equality with the Father ; you dis- 
honour the Father by refusing him the honours of 
redemption, and that on an equality with the Son ; 
as if the Father had no part in the wonderful scheme, 
but as if Christ alone planned it, as well as became 
incarnate and died for our race, without the approba- 
tion or consent of the Father : or, if any thing like 
a consent was given, yet, that in the sight of all 
heaven, it was *' icy, cold, unwilling,** The Socini- 
ans refuse to believe that the following declaration 
of John proves that Jesus Christ made the world, 

u2 
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and is therefore God : — " In the beginning was the 
Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word 
was God, The same was in the beginning with 
God, All things were made by him : and without 
him was not any thing made that was made" 

But you refuse to believe the declaration of Jesus 
Christ himself; a declaration which equally proves 
that love in the bosom of the Father was the procuring 
cause of the " imspeakable gift," — the incarnation of 
his own Son. " For God so loved the world, that 
he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever be* 
lieveth in him should not perish but have everlasting 
life," Do you not therefore wrong and dishonour 
the Father ? Was there love in him in the bestow^ 
ing of the gift ; and shall there be no love in the 
, acceptance of it P Can you assign any reason for 
such a reserve f* Shall we impute it to the believing 
act of the penitent sinner, or tax the everlasting 
Father with capriciousness or inconstancy P Strange^ 
that the doings of the penitent should fan the 
flame of love in the bosom of the Son, and at the 
same time extinguish it in the bosom of the Father. 
Strange, that he of whom it is said " In whom there 
is no variableness, neither shadow of turning," should 
beseech the sinner to be reconciled to him ; and also 
continue his entreaties during the many years of his 
rebellion ; and now, when the sinner is reconciled, 
and entreating pardon on the part of God ; fulfilling 
at the same time the conditions of reconciliation, 
that He should, all at once, refuse to be propitious. 
Surely such views of God cannot be right. 

Consider. — ^Was not the plan of reconciliation laid 
by the Holy Trinity in heaven, and carried into efifect 
when the whole world was in a state of rebellion ? 
Reflect upon the declaration of the Apostle, " When 
we were enemies, we were reconciled to God by the 
death of his Son," And is it possible when the 
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sinner casts away his weapons, and accepts of the 
tenns of reconciliation, that God will then put on an 
altered look, and he less willing to he reconciled to 
the penitent sinner, now that he is supplicating for 
mercy at his feet, than when he was an enemy? 
Is it not evident to yourself that the ideas you have 
entertained, as stated at the heginning of this letter, 
are visionary and unjust F Do not those which 
I have suggested appear scriptural and rational P 
Certain I am, that if you give them a place in your 
helief, those imaginary phantoms, shall, as a dream 
in the night, vanish away, hefore the light of God's 
reconciling countenance. 

Say not a word respecting any trouble you may 
imagine me to be at in writing " so many letters to 
one so unworthy." You are worthy of all this, and 
a thousand times more, especially from a fellow sin- 
ner like the writer. True, my sins are forgiven; my 
soul is cleansed; hut then I owe the more unto my 
Lord, and to the precious soul for whom he died. 
I shall feel myself abundantly compensated, when I 
learn that God has visited your soul with his pardon- 
ing love. When I learn Uiat — 

** The winged hopes which glanc'd and sang 
In joys' melodious atmosphere, returned have, 
To welcome back the gladness of the soul." 

Till then believe me to be, your interceding friend 
and brother in Jesus Christ, our advocate with the 
Father, 

J. C. 



P. S. Please direct your next letter to me in Limerick. 
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LETTER XXXVII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Limerick, January 20^ 1842. 

My dear Brother, 

I am not at all surprised that your feelings are so 
much changed for the better, the cause is plain ; your 
views of your heavenly Father, are materially im- 
proved. Had you continued to entertain those wrong 
thoughts of God, your soul should still have been 
involved in clouds and darkness. I perceive however, 
that the state of your mind is yet " the spirit of 
bondage again to fear." You are more encouraged 
than happy. You have some light, but no heat, — ^no 
love ; I think you have the daylight of religion, but 
not the sunshine. Daybreak you know is often cold 
and cheerless ; sometimes there is quite an uncertainty, 
as to the indications of the heavens, as well as to the 
aspect and identity of surrounding objects. But 
when the sun ascends the horizon, uncertainties 
vanish, — the appearances of things have changed 
wonderfully, — ^a flood of day comes forth from the 
east, the heavens and the earth are showered with 
rays; a sunny glow spreads itself over all nature, a 
new creation appears everywhere to the admiring 
eyes : all is soft and glowing variety, — light, heat, 
animation, bustle, and surrounding joy, render a doubt 
of day impossible. Thus it is with the soul ; there 
is a promise which runs thus, — " But unto you that 
fear my name, shall tlie Sun of Righteousness arise 
with healing in his wings" Until this takes place, 
the sky of the mind, and the surface of the heart shall 
be like the heaven and earth on a winter's daybreak, 
bleak and cheerless. At such a time, it is not sur- 
prising if the unhappy sinner is compelled by his 
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wretchedness and dread uncertainty, to say with 
Arbuthnot — 

"Almigbty power, by whose most wise command, 
Helpless, forlorn, uncertain, here I stand; 
Take ^8 faint glimmering of thyself away. 
Or break into my soul wi^ perfect day." 

X^ight may have come, and faith have recognized it 
too, but unbelief is not asleep ; the voice of the 
demon will be heard from the murky shades of the 
soul. Unbelief will say to glimmering faith, as Zebul 
to Gaal, when he reported at such an hour — " Behold 
there come people down from the top of the moun-' 
tains" — " Thou seest the shadow of the mountains as 
if they were men" Increasing light may silence 
unbelief on this point, but the comfortless state of 
the soul, shall invite it to others, just as annoying : 
light may encourage, but it is only love which can 
render the soul happy. " There is no fear in love" 
says St. John : love is the sunshine of religion. God's 
love towards us, produces love in us. What but 
love can beget love ? " We love him because he first 
loved us" says the same Apostle. Confidence is the 
daughter of love. A poet might well term it — " love- 
bom confidence." But this can never take place, 
till the command is applicable to the soul, — '' Arise, 
shine, for thy light is come, and the glory of the 
Lord is risen upon thee ;" then shall the " Sun of 
Righteousness" arise upon the soul ''with healing 
in his wings." All then shall be real, conscious 
sunshine. God's lovely countenance beams friend* 
ship upon the irradiated mind; the soul through 
all her powers feels the glowing influence; or, in the 
language of the Apostle St. Paul, — " The love of 
God is shed abroad in our hearts, by the Holy 
Ghost which is given unto us." 

How expressive is this language of the Apostle ; 
and yet some will tell us that a converted person 

u4 
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cannot enjoy this in such a measure as to remove all 
doubt whether he is a child of God. But what is 
that to thee or me, seeing that it is written, ** He that 
helieveth on the Son of God, hath the witness in 
himself" As in nature, it is not long from the break 
of day till sun rise ; so I trust the period is not far 
distant, when you shall sing with a glad heart and free, 

** The San of Righteousness on me 

Hath rose, with healing in his wing^ ; 

Withered my nature's strength, from Siee 
My soul its life and succour brings ; 

My help is all laid up above ; 

Thy Nature, and thy Name is Love.'* 

Your ever affectionate brother in the Lord Jesus, 

J.C. 



LETTER XXXVIIL 



TO THE SAME. 



Limerick, February 2, 1842. 

My dear Brother, 

As you wish me to enlarge a little upon a subject, 
which appears to have afforded you " much light, 
and some comfort." That is, that we should honour 
the Father, even as we honour the Son ; I shall ofier 
you a few additional thoughts upon the subject. I 
do this, the more willingly, because I do believe 
your faith is yet quite defective upon this point. It 
is not to be wondered at, that your mind is con- 
tinually lapsing into " the spirit of bondage again 
to fear,'' when there is such a frequent recurrence of 
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the unhappy sentiment^ that God the Father stands 
at such an infinite remove from reconciliation. When 
your weak faith^ or rather unbelief y represents the 
Trinity as divided, and disagreeing in their desires to 
save and bless ; your soul cannot but be confused as 
well as unhappy. Were it even possible for you to 
honour the Son of God, with love in return for love, 
your chilling and alienating views of the everlasting 
Father, would speedily destroy the affection. Love 
would soon give place Xo fear. The probable impo- 
tency of Jesus, to bring the Father to a reconciliation, 
should very soon displace the pleasurable sensation; 
and others; such as distrust, disquietude, perplexity , 
and despair, should, ere long, succeed, and sway 
their sceptre over a heart, in which a single tender 
emotion could not be found. Allow me, therefore, to 
correct the evil, by canying your mind forward to a 
set of just and scriptural notions upon this important 
subject. When Christ had made the atonement, the 
point was not really then to be settled, whether the 
Father was on reconcileable terms with the world ; 
but whether the world would accept the terms of 
reconciliation, and be reconciled to him. Every par- 
ticular connected with the incarnation of Jesus Christ, 
implied that God was desirous of a reconciliation 
between himself and the creatures who had revolted 
from him. Observe farther ; the whole phraseology 
of the New Testament goes to show, that the very 
first overtures for a reconciliation, were made by the 
Father ; and that these proposals were offered under 
circumstances, and from affections, which should 
for ever enthrone the Almighty Father, in the grate- 
ful hearts of his redeemed creatures. I might quote 
a variety of passages from the word of God, to illus- 
trate and prove this point; — ^passages which shall 
be everlasting witnesses between God and us; whether 
we are finally saved or damned. Perhaps two or 
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three may, in this letter, be as good as many. 
Consider the following — " But God commendeth his 
love towards us, in that, while we were yet sinners 
Christ died for us r 

Here you will observe the circumstances as well 
as affections referred to, and brought forward in a 
very condensed form. " While we were yet sinners, 
Christ died for us." "We," our whole race, are re- 
presented as in the attitude of hostility — direct and 
glaring rebellion against God ; — ^the oranicient eye 
of Jehovah beholding us in this state, throughout the 
entire of our generations, to the end of time ! At the 
same time He himself is the insulted Monarch. And 
while nothing was heard but the cry of rebellion 
against his eternal throne — nothing seen but the 
polluted exhalation of our various abominatk>ns, 
coming up before him like the smoke of the bottom- 
less pit : if I may use the expression, the heart of 
God warmed into love for our race, and this too, 
when as yet there were no signs of returning loyalty, 
or softening penitency, on the part of a rebel world. 
St John might well say, " Herein is love, not that 
we loved God, hut that he loved us, and sent his Son 
to he the propitiation for our sins" Love is not 
an inactive passion in human beings ; neither was it 
in our Almighty Father. Love prompted the effort 
to save, and wisdom contrived the means of saving 
us. Hence it is said, " he hath ahounded toward 
us in all wisdom ;" and again, " the manifold wis- 
dom of God. Christ in another place is called the 
" wisdom of God" The plan was devised, that the 
Son of God should die in our stead, and thus make 
an atonement for the sins of the whole world ; " while 
we were yet sinners, Christ died for us" If our 
world had suddenly become penitent; had the cry 
ascended from millions of weeping supplicants, and 
the burden of that cry, " mercy, mercy ;" as it hap- 
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pened at the conclusion of a certain civil commotion, 
when a considerable number of young men were about 
to suffer for their insurrectionary ciimes; but they had 
cast away their weapons, and approaching the throne 
of their highly-offended monarch, " mercy, mercy," 
was the one and universal cry. Hearing their im- 
ploring voices, he was moved out of his indignation, 
and melting into compassion, exclaimed, " take them 
away, I cannot bear it," that is, show them mercy. 
Ah, had such a scene as this taken place, before the 
costly plan of our reconciliation was laid, we never 
could have had such an exhibition of the unmerited 
love of the Father. This, however, was not the case. 
And at the period in the history of our globe, when 
the standard of rebellion was proudly waving under 
the whole heaven ; — when the nations of the earth had, 
as if by common consent, ceased to fight with each 
other, that they might have the more time to cany- 
on the war against the laws and government of God ; — 
it was now Qiat God loved us. When rebellion was 
at its climax, God's love was in its noonday splen- 
dour — I speak after the manner of men. When the 
fullness of time was come, and the measure of our 
iniquities was full to overflowing, the love of the 
Father was a boundless ocean. When our trans- 
gressions had reached into hell, and mounted as high 
as heaven, God's love became so immeasurably 
great — so inexpressible — so inconceivable, that des- 
cription was an impossibility. Human or angelic 
minds could not grasp it ; nor language declare it. 
Christ himself did not attempt it, but just said, 
" God so loved the world, that he gave his only be- 
gotten Son" It will require eternal ages to fathom 
the meaning of that little word, " so" Now, had it 
been said, the Father loved us, but refused any token 
of his love, then there might have been much room 
for doubt ; but when he gave such a demonstration 
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of it, as to part with his own Son, delivering him up 
for us all, liiat he might taste death for every man ; 
and in a manner with which you are perfectly fa- 
miliar; then I will assert, there is no room for a 
single doubt of his love ; and not the least foundation 
for such views as have infested your unhappy mind. 
If the Almighty Father had made us a free donation 
of heaven and all its unutterable glories, it could not 
have been such a convincing demonstration of his 
love, as that which he has afforded us in the gift of 
his own Son. It might well be said, " God com- 
mendeth his love" manifests it, and sets it forth in 
the highest possible manner '' to us" Our salvation 
was dearer to him than the life of his Son. And has 
God ever repented of this redeeming act ? Never ! 
It was indeed said on the eve of the deluge, that it 
repented him that he had made man, but no where 
can you find it written that it has repented him for 
redeeming man. Can you fail, therefore, to be con- 
victed of this great truth, that the point to be gained 
by the gospel ministry, is to bring about the recon- 
ciliation of sinners to God ? Has it ever occurred 
to you, that there is not a word in the New Tes- 
tament, about the reconciling of God to us ? I know 
not that the word is used in this sense, in any part of 
the New Testament. 

Every thing, therefore, necessary to a perfect 
reconciliation, has been prepared by God the Father ; 
and nothing is wanting but a believing acceptance 
upon our part. Can any thing be more encouraging 
to a penitent sinner ? How unjust, therefore, have 
been your past conclusions. St. Paul, in 2 Corin- 
thians, V. 18, calls the gospel ministiy, " the ministry 
of reconciliation ;" and again, that the *' word of 
reconciliation" is committed to the preachers of the 
gospel ; and in verse 1 9, he fixes upon the very point 
for which I have been contending, that the sum and 
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substance of the gospel is, that '* God was in Christ, 
reconciling the world unto himself, not imputing 
their trespasses unto them ;" " not imputing," that 
is, not exacting the penalty due to our sins ; because 
the penalty has already been suffered in the person 
of Jesus Christ for us. That the suspicions, and the 
jealousies, so closely connected with guilt, may de- 
part from your soul ; together with the enmity of your 
heart toward your reconciling and Almighty Father, 
is the sincere prayer of your affectionate brother, 

J.C. 



LETTER XXXIX. 



TO THE SAME. 



Limerick, February 14, 1842; 

My dear Brother, 

• The subject which seems to afford you so much 
assistance in your sore conflicts is by no means ex- 
hausted. If I have written " sparingly" upon it, the 
absence of abundant material has not been the cause, 
but simply the difficulty to make a selection from 
such an abundance. This method I have to pursue 
in my correspondence with my friends, both from 
necessity and inclination. Necessity, as to time, 
which is every moment employed; inclination; a 
natural dislike to prolixity — to spinning out the 
thread to nothing; or, as an odd writer terms it, 
'' crossing the plain highway of talk." It is singular 
that you have so long overlooked that remarkable 
expression of the Apostle, respecting the part the 
Father has sustained, and does sustain, in our re- 
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demption by Jesus Christ. ** All things are of God" 
2 Corinthians, v. 18. That is, he is the Author 
and the efficient cause of the plan of our salvation. 
Nothhig can be plainer than the Scriptures upon this 
point, together with the unity of the Trinity in the 
redemption of our lost race. The plan of redemption 
is imputed to the boundless love of the Father, the 
working out of it to the boundless love of the Son, 
and its success among men to the efficient agency 
and love of the Holy Ghost. Thus, there is an un- 
broken harmony among the persons of the eternal 
Godhead in the work of saving our lost world. If it 
is written " God so loved the world that he gave his 
only begotten Son ;" it is also stated in another place, 
'' Christ also hath loved us, and hath given himself 
for us, an offering and a sacrifice to God for a 
sweet'Smelling savour.** And again, as if to render 
the harmony of the Holy Trinity complete, the 
Apostle in the last chapter but one of the Romans, 
secures the same to the Holy Spirit, " The love of the 
Spirit" I deem it unnecessary to multiply passages, 
but how surprisingly has our gracious God, provided 
for our faith, upon such an important subject; that if 
there are three persons brought before our faith in 
the unity of the Godhead, to whom we are account- 
able, that the assurance should be so full and 
convincing, we are equally loved by each. How 
delightful to reflect that we owe our ssdvation to their 
equal and united love. That if there was a unity in 
the plan, there was a unity in the love which accom- 
plished it. How sweet to reflect, that this love 
is this moment united in one undivided flame, 
toward all who approach the throne of grace, throi^h 
the alone merits of Him who poured out his soul auto 
the death for us. It seems to me that you are this 
moment ready to sing with an overflowing heart, what 
our congregations in this city often unite in singing. 
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when it has been announced that some poor sinner 
has just been born of God. — 

" To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Who sweetly all agree — 
To save a world of sinners lost, 
Eternal glory be.** 

Come then : but as you approach the mercy-seat, be 
boldly confident of ^ welcome to the bosom of your 
heavenly Father. 

" If any man serve me" says Jesus, " him tvill 
my Father honour,*' Now, to serve is to obey. 
But the penitent obeys Jesus, when he obeys that bles- 
sed command, " Come unto me all ye that labour and 
are heavy laden; take my yoke upon you, and learn 
of me, for I am meek and lowly in heart" When 
this is sincerely done, we honour Jesus. But is the 
Father then a cold and distant spectator ? No, but 
" him shall my Father honour" But how can he 
honour the obedient and believing penitent better 
than to accept, pardon, and love him P Hear what 
Jesus says in John, xiv. 21, " He that hath my com- 
mandments, and keepeth them, he it is that loveth 
me : and he that loveth me, shall be loved of my 
Father: and I will love him, and will manifest 
myself to him" So then, if we love J esus by obeying 
him, we are immediately loved by the Father; and 
when the Father loves us, Jesus Christ loves us also. 
Does this show a coldness and an unwillingness 
on the part of the Father ? Behold then, how 
visionary and unjust have been your views. If any 
thing can be required to strengthen all that has been 
said, it is with delight I refer you to a passage, to which 
one of the class leaders in this city has just turned my 
attention,when conversing upon this subject. John, xiv. 
'' At that day ye shall ask in my name : and I say 
not unto you, that I will pray the Father for you" 
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As much as to say, this shall be a matter of course, 
in virtue of my Mediatorship ; this you need not 
doubt ; this you cannot doubt ; the many proofs of 
my love to you forbid it. But the Father shall re- 
quire no entreaty. " For the Father himself loveth 
you, because ye have loved me, and have believed 
that I came out from God" 

These are beautiful and touching expressions. 
Hoping in God, that faith may soon realize their 
blessed import ; and that the time is at hand when 
you shall be enabled to rejoice in the Lord with joy 
unspeakable and full of glory : I remain, your brother 
in our Lord Jesus Christ, 

J. C. 



LETTER XL. 

TO THB SAME. 

Limerick, February 28, 1842. 

My dear Brother, 

You may indeed well call upon heaven and earth 
to assist you in celebrating the high praises of your 
pardoning God. How clearly do you now see that 
the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, were united in the 
great work of saving you out of the hands of all your 
enemies. 

" Now unbelief, stand forth, and tell, 
What is too hard for God I" 

How peculiarly awful has been your case. Through 
what a scene of mental conflict have you passed. 
You have indeed paid dearly for your sin ; nor is it 
likely you will ever repeat it, or any thing similar : 
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the penalty is too great, you have learned wisdom 
from what you have suffered ; should you again back- 
slide from God, the suffering to be endured is now no 
secret to your conscience. It is not therefore likely 
you will hazard another such trial. It has been in 
your case, during your late trial, as it is with the 
damned in hell. Hell begins upon earth, and there- 
fore we may look for a similarity in some respects; 
such as self-reproach, self-torture , and unavailing 
regret. The extremes are great it is true, as much 
so as time and eternity, finite and infinite ; and 
therefore the degrees must be different, while the 
mental materials are the same. One hour after you 
felt your innocence and peace had departed, you 
would have given a thousand worlds the circumstance 
had not occurred; but what was done could not 
be undone, nor yet banished from your memory ; the 
sting was left behind; and in all the bitterness of un- 
availing regret, you gave yourself up to " lamenta- 
tions, and mourning, and woe,'* Thus while the j us- 
tice of God has received a suflScient vindication, your 
future faithfulness is also secured; perhaps your 
zeal and usefulness also. What humility and grati- 
tude are manifest in your expressions! What a 
dread of falling into sin again. How strong and 
determined the resolution to avoid every thing that 
would grieve your Lord. 

" After all that I have done, 
Saviour, art thou pacified? 

Whither shall my vileness run? 
Hide me, earth, — the sinner hide ! 

Let me sink into the dust, 
Full of holy shame, adore! 

Jesus Christ, the Good, the Just, 
Bids me go and sin no more ! 

O confirm the gracious word, 
Jesus, Son of God and Man! 

Let me never grieve thee. Lord, 
Never turn to sin again : 

X 
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'Till my all iu all thou ait, 
'Till thou bring thy nature iu. 

Keep this feeble, trembling heai*t; 
Save me, save me, Lord, from sin !** 

How has God frustrated the designs of the devil. He 
thought nothmg less, than that he had ejected a 
breach between God and you, which would last for 
ever. ' How wonderfully has the Lord overruled the 
works of the devil ; — " Out of the eater came forth 
meat, and out of the strong came forth sweetness.** 
Judges, xiv. 14. And now that you are forgiven ; — 
now that the storm is hushed, and a holy calm has 
overspread your storm-beaten heart; — now that all the 
clouds with which conscious guilt, had overcast your 
sad and shuddering soul, have vanished away, before 
the sunshine of that countenance, which has beamed 
upon you from above ; — ^now that the light of the glory 
of God in the face of Jesus Christ, has illumined your 
soul, you may venture a look upon the past. 

Is it not a matter of surprise to yourself, that after 
all the rich blessings you had received from God ; — 
the many months of sweet communion you enjoyed 
with himself; when, 

" With chords of love he drew you on, 
And half reveal'd his face," 

that you should have been so much off your guard, as 
to have permitted the devil and your own corruptions, 
to drive you to and fro, as a leaf in the wind, until 
you were carried away, body and soul, into captivity 
and death. 

Perhaps, when you take your education into the 
account, your astonishment may be increased. 
Illumined, as your mind was, by the light of science, 
as well as by that of religion, you were much 
better prepared to judge between vice and virtue, than 
the vulgar herd of mankind ? You were capable 
both by education and religion, to look over, and far 
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beyond, the multitude. Qualified, not only to give an 
example, both in word and deed, but also to profit by 
the example of others, whether good or bad. The 
punishment of many for their follies, should have 
been admonitory and instructive to you. It was 
quite enough for you to know, by observation upon 
others, that " the way of transgressors is hard," 
without proving it to be so for yourself. You had 
not forgotten the following, which you read several 
years ago, — 

" Felix quern faciuut aliena pericula cautum." 

Had you been faithful, this would have been your 
experience. The example of others should have 
made your cautioned soul withdraw from the road 
which led them to ruin ; and this should have been 
your happiness. Instead of having obtained wisdom 
at so dear a rate, you might have looked upon the 
damage sustained by others, and so have become more 
wise and happy. This was the turn an ingenious 
Frenchman gave to the above Latin sentiment, — 

" Heureux celui qui deTient sage, 
En Toyant d'autrui le damage." 

I write not these things to reproach you, nor to cast 
a gloom over your happy mind ; but from an anxiety 
that you may profit as you should from your melan- 
choly fall. Now that you have recovered yourself 
out of the snare of the devil, by whom you have been 
" led captive ;" deep humility is becoming. That is 
a very remarkable passage in Ezekiel, xvi. 63. — 
" That thou mayest remember and be confounded, 
and never open thy mouth any more because of thy 
shaine, when I am pacified toward thee for all that 
thou hast done, saith the Lord God.'* Humility is 
taught here. Never to open thy mouth any more to 
boant ; to murmur ; Xo judge harshly of others. 
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But the passage does not mean yoa should buiy 
your talent, by refusmg to speak for God, or in 
bearing testimony, as to what God has done for you, 
as well as exhortmg others to seek the same salvation. 
Beware of this snare of the devil : he will drive you 
to extremes if he can. It is highly proper that you 
should learn some important lesson from what you 
have suffered, for the guidance of your future his- 
tory. But I must close. Be watchful. Live much 
in the spirit of prayer. Live a life of faith on the 
Son of God. 

« For ever here my rest shall be. 
Close to thy bleedmg side." 

If you wish to ward off " the spirit of bondage again 
to fear y' keep the love of God in your heart; but 
this you never can do, unless you keep faith there ; — 
faith in the blood of Jesus. Press after holiness ; 
rest not till you love God with all your heart That 
you may be kept faithful unto death, is the prayer (^ 
your brother in oiur Lord Jesus Christ, 

JAMES CAUGHEY. 
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